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KOTIOE OP ELLIOTT. 



The death of this Gery-hearted poet 
and devoted friend of huinHiiity is an- 
nounced, by the last arrival from Eng- 
land, to have taken place on the first of 
the Inst month. Ebengzer Elliott wu 
bom on the 17th of March, 1781, at the 
Village of Masborough, near 8he£Beld, 
being one of eight children. Hia father 
■waa a clerk, with a salary of less than 
four hundred dollars a year, in the iron 
works of that village. He early gare 
indications of the poetical genius, which 
at a subsequent period of life made his 
name as a " houeehold word" in both 
hemispheres. At the same time, he 
discovered a singular want of dexterity 
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NOTICE OF ELLIOTT. 

in practical aifairs, and was unable to 
conquer the difficulties of some of the 
most common branches of education. 

In his boyhood he had few compan- 
ionships. He learned nothing with fa- 
cility from books. He was thought too 
dull to profit by instruction, and his edu- 
cation was neglected. But he was quick 
to observe, and had an ardent love of 
nature. 

" He would wander forth 
And seek the. woods. The sunshine on his path 
Was to him as a friend. The swelling hilLs, 
The quiet dells retiring far between, 
With gentle invitation to explore 
Their windings, wore a calm society 
That talked with him and soothed him. Then 

the chant 
Of birds, and chime of brooks, and soft caress 
Of the fresh sylvan air, made him forget 
The thoughts that broke his peace, and he began 
To gather simples by the fountain's brink. 
And lose himself in day-drenms."* 

* Bryanl 





Soon afl«r leaving school, he ' 
found to be so deficient in arilirnietical 
knowledge, that be was placed by hii 
fdtber as a laborer in the foundry. On 
comparing his utuation with that of an 
elder brother in the aamc establishment, 
who was employed aa a draughtsman 
and accountant, he whs often affected to 
paroxysms of juvenile tears. Siwn after 
the attainment of bis majority, be C' 
menced business as a pmctical working- 
man, and devoted many years to ill- 
requited toil, until he was so far successful 
as to be able to establish himself as an 
iron merchant, in which pursuit he laid 
the foundation of an ample fortune. For 
a long Ume be made over a hundred 
dollars a day, while, ensoonced in his 
■ counting-room ohalr, he did not even 
see the goods which passed through his 
hands. 
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NOnOE OF ELLIOTT. 



During the panic of 1837, he suffered 
great pecuniary losses, and was obliged 
to wind up the business in which he had 
been engaged until that time. A fa- 
vorable turn in affairs renewed his pros- 
perity, when he erected a handsome 
country-house on the heights near Shef- 
field, and his fortune and reputation in- 
creased at an equally rapid pace. 

His stern and indignant attacks on the 
Corn-laws are well known to the world. 
The vigorous strains of his poetry had a 
great influence in producing the state of 
public opinion that led to their repeal. 
His weapons were composed of " songs, 
sarcasms, curses, and battle-cries.'' His 
verses had the best qualities of his own 
Sheffield steel — strong, keen, pointed, 
armed with a murderous edge, and flash- 
ing a torrent of fun at the slightest fric- 
tion. His Muse was inspired with a 
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genuine sympathy with the people, and 
an indignant hon-or of every form of so- 
cial oppression. In many respects, he 
is entitled to the blessed and venerable 
name of the Poet of Humanity. 

He endured a long-protracted illness, 
which caused him intervals of severe 
suffering, but he never lost his strong 
and serene steadfastness of spirit. He 
left a widow and seven children. His • 
memory will be sacredly cherished by 
many, who have received from his soul- 
stirring effusions a new sense of the 
dignity of labor, of the feelings and 
claims of the down-trodden poor, and of 
the beauty and worth of our common 
Humanity, in its lowliest developments. 
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Monopoly ! if every funeral bough 
Of thine be hung with crimes too foul to name; 
Accurs'd of millions ! if already thou, 
Watched by mute vengeance and indignant 

shame, 
Art putting forth thy buds of blood and flame. 
What will thy fruitage be ? No matter — wave 
Thy branches o'er our hearts ! and, like a pall, 
Let thy broad shadow darken Freedom's grave ! 
Not yet the Upas of the Isles shall fall, 
If ought shall stand. Spread, then, and cover all ! 
Fear'st thou the axe ? Long since the feller 

died ; 
And thou art deaf to thunder. But, Black Tree ! 
Thine own fruits vdHI consume the*; in thy pride! 
O may thy inbred flame blast nought but thee. 
When burns the beacon which the blind shall 

see ! 
Meantime, I make my theme the toil and grief 
That water thee with tears — the fear and hate 
Whose mutter'd curses fan thy deadly ieat^ — 
Sad, silent changes — burning wrongs, that wait 
To hear Delusion scream at Rapine's gate, 
** Our roaster's cause is lost, and Hell's un- 
done'" 
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THE VILLAGE PATRIARCH. 



CONTENTS. 

Continued frosL— Enoch Wntj leaves his cottage on a 
visit to the neighbouring town.— Hid blindness and 
poverty.— H»8 familiaritj with the old roads of the coun. 
try.— Hie perplexity in the town —Changes there.— 
Kural names of some of the streets. — Countxy-bom wi- 
dow and her attempts at a garden.— Her consumptive 
boy, and his flowers. — Female artisans singing liymns 
at their labour.— Meeting of Enoch Wray and his old 
blind servant. 
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BOOK I. 

I. 

Tbbough fiery haze broad glares the angry sun ; 
The travel I'd road returns an iron sound ; 
Rings in the frosty air the murderous gun ; 
The fieldfare dies ; and heavy to the ground, 
Shot in weak flight, the partridge falls— his 

wound 
Purpling with scatter'd drops the crusted snow. 
Loud thumps the forge ; bright burns the cottage 

fire, 
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From which the tilter*8 lad is loth to go ; 
Well pleas'd the tramper sees the smoke aspire ; 
High flies the swan ; each wild strange bird is 

shyer, 
And, terror^ taught, suspects hill, vale, and 

plain. 
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Our poor blind father grasps his stafT again — 
O Heav'n ! protect him on his way alont ! 
Of things familiar to him, what remain? 
The very road ischang'd ; his friend, the stone 
On which he wont to sit and rest, is gone ; 
And ill the aged blind can f<pare a friend ! 

III. 
How lone is he, who, blind and near his end. 
Seeks old acquaintance in a stone or tree ! 
All feeling and no si^ht ! O let him spend 
The gloaming hour in chat wiih memory ! 
Nor start from dreams to curse reality. 
And friends more hard and cold than trees and 
stones ! 



cy 



He takes the town ward road, and inly groans 
At men, whose looks he does not see, but feel ; 
Men whose harsh steps have language ! cruel 

tones 
That strike his ear and heart, as if with steel ! 
Where dwell they, ere Corruption's brazen 

seal 
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THE VILLAGE ?ATRIJLRCB. 



StampM power's hard image on such dross as 
their's ? 



i 



Thou meanest thing that Heav*n endures and 

spares ! 
Thou upstart dandy, with the cheek of lead ! 
How dar'et thou from the wall push those gray 

hairs ? 
Dwarf! if he lift a finger, thou art dead : 
His thumb could fillip off thy worthless head — 
His foot, uplifted, spurn thee o*er the moon I 

VI. 

** Some natural tears he drops, but wipes them 

soon ;" 
And thinks how changed his country and his 

kind. 
Since he, in England's and in manhood's noon, 
Toird lightly and earn'd much ; or, like the 

wind, 
Wenl forth o'er flowers, with not a care behind. 
And knew nor grief, nor want, nor doubt, nor 

fear. 

VII. 
Beadle! how canst thou smite, with speech 

severe, 
One who was reverene'd long ere thou wast 

born? 
No homeless, soulless beggar meets thee here, 
Although that threadbare coat is patched and 

torn: 
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THE VILLAGE PATRIARCH. 

His bursting hiart repels thy taunt with scoru, 
But deems thee human, for thy voice is man's. 

VIII. 

You, too, proud dame, whose eye so keenly 

scans 
The king's bUnd subject on the king's high 

road ! 
You who much wonder that, with all our plans 
To starve the poor, they still should crawl 

abroad ! 
Ye both are journeying to the same abode. 
Bui, lady, your glad eye, o'er wave, and shore, 
And elioreless heav'n, with sightless speed may 

rove, 
And drink resplendent joy ; whilo he no more 
Shall look on Nature's face : Rock, river, grove, 
Hate's withering firown, the heart-sent blush of 

love, 
Noon, midnight, morning, all are dark to him * 

IX. 

Thou, skaiter ! motion-pois'd, may's! proudly 

swim 
In air>borne circles o'er the glassy plain, 
While beauty lauds thy graceful sweep of limb ; 
But to the blind, alas ! her praise is pain: 
It but recalls his boyish days in vain, 
When he too, seen and prais'd, could see and 

praise. 
To him there is no beauty but the heart's, 
No light bat that within ; the solar blaze 
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THE VILLAGE PATillA£CH. 

For him no colour to the rose imparts; 
The rainbow is a blank ; and terror starts 
No ghost in darl^ness thicker than his own. 

X. 

Yet sweet to him, ye stream-lovM valleys lone, 
Leafless, or blossoming fragrant, sweet are ye ! 
For he can hear the wintry forest groan, 
And feel the grandeur which he cannot see, 
And drink the breath of Nature, blowing free. 
Sweet still it is through fields and woods to 

stray ; 
And fearless wanders he the country wide. 
For well old Enoch knows each ancient way ; 
He finds in €^'ery moss-green tree a guide — 
To every time-dark rock he seems allied : 
Calls the stream *' sister !" and is not disown* d. 

XI. 
Usurper of the hills ! hast thou dethroned 
The regal oak ? He bows his honours hoar. 
Too conscious of his fall, in vain bemoan'd ; 
He yields to thee, storm -loving sycamore ! 
And on the inland peak, or sea-beat shore. 
Thou reign*st alike. But thee, though yondor 

hill 
Stoops to thy height, our father planted here ; 
And still he loves thy palmy shade, and still, 
E'en when the snow-flake phimes thy branches 

sere, 
He climbs the age-worn road that lingers near, 
And seems, though blind, on distant hills to gaze. 
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XII. 

But much he dreads the to\vn*s distracting maze, 
Where all, to him, is full of change and pain. 
Now streets invade the country ; and he strays, 
Lost in strange paths, still seeking, and in vain, 
For ancient landmarks, or the lonely lane 
Where oft he playM at Crusoe, when a boy. 
Fire vomits darkness, where his lime-trees 

grew; 
Harsh grates the saw, where coo*d the wood- 
dove coy ; 
Tomb crowds on tomb, where violets droop*d 

in dew ; 
, And, brighter than bright heav*n, the speedwell 

blue 
Clustered the bank, where now the town-bred 

boor 
(Victim and wretch; whose children never 

smile) 
Insults the stranger, sightless, old, and poor, 
On swiird Saint Monday, with his cronies vile. 
Drunk for the glory of the holy isle, 
While pines hie wife, and tells to none her woes ! 

XIII. 
Here, Enoch, flaunts no more the wild briar 

rose, 
Nor basks the lizard here, or harmless snake. 
No more the broom, in spring, all golden glows 
O'er the clear rill, that, whimpering through 

the brake. 
Heard thy blythe youth the echoing vale awake. 
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A 'I thut was lovely ihen is gloomy now. 
Then, no strange paihs perplex'd thee — no 

new streets, 
Where draymen bawl, while rogues kick up a 

row ; 
And fishwives grin, while fopling fopling meets; 
And milk-Iad his rebellious donkey beats ; 
While dwarfish cripple shufiles to the wall ; 
And hopeless tradesman sneaks to ale house 

mean ; 
And imps of beggary curse their dad, and squall 
For mammy's gin ; and matron, poor and clean, 
With tearful eye, begs crust for lodger lean ; 
And famish' d weaver, with his children three, 
Sings hymns for bread ; and legless soldier, 

borne 
In dog-drawn car, imploreth charity ; 
And thief wuh steak from butcher runs forlorn ; 
And debter bows, while banker smiles in scorn ; 
And landed pauper, in his coach and four, 
Bound to far countries from a realm betray'd, 
Scowls on the crowd, who curse the scoundrel's 

power, 
While coachee grins, and lofty lady's maid 
Turns up her nose at bread- tax- paying trade, 
Though master bilketh dun, and is in haste. 

XIV 

Chang'd scenes, once rural — chang'd, and not 

- defac'd ! 
Far other woes were yours in times of old. 
When Locksley o'er the hills of Hallam clia;;'d 
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THE VILLAGE FATRIARCH. 

The wide-horn'dslag, or with his bowmen bold 
Wag'd war on kinglings. Vassal robben 

prowl'd, 
And, tiger-like, skulk'd robber lords for prey, 
Where now groan wheelworn streets, and 

labour bends 
O'er thousand anvils. Bled the feudal fray, 
Or rav'd the foray, where the cloud ascends 
For ever ; and from earth's remotest ends 
Her merchants meet, where hamlets shriek'd 

in flames. 

XV. 
Scenes, rural'once ! ye still retain sweet names, 
That tell of blo9soms and the wandering bee: 
In black Pea-Croft no lark its lone nest frames ; 
Balm- Green, the thrush hath ceas'd to visit 

thee ! 
When shall Bower-Spring her annual corncrake 

see. 
Or start the woodcock, if the storm be near f 

XVI. 
But, mourning better days, the widow hero 
Still tries to make her little garden bloom — 
Fbr she was country-born. No weeds appear. 
Where her poor pinks deplore their prison- 
tomb ; 
To them, alas ! no second spring shall come ! 
And there, in May, the lilac gasps for breath ; 
And mint and thyme seem fain their woes to 
speak, 
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Like saddest portraits, painted after death ; 
And spindling wall^flowers, in the choaking reek, 
For life, for Ufe uplift their branches weak. 
Pale, dwindled lad, that on her slated shop 
Sett'st moss and groundsel from the frosty lea ! 
O'er them no more the tiny wren shall hop. 
Poor plants ! — poor child ! I pity them and 

thee! 
Yet blame I not wise Mercy's high decree. 
They fade — thou diest ; but thou to live again- 
To bloom in hea^'n. And will thy flowers be 

there f 
Heav'n, without them, would smile for thee in 

vain. 
Thither, poor boy, the primrose shall repair, 
There violets breathe of England's dewy air, 
And daisies speak of her, that dearest one, 
Who then shall bend above thy early bier. 
Mourning her feeble boy for ever gone, 
Yet long to clasp his dust for ever here ! 
No, no, it shall not want or flower or tear . 
In thy worn hand her sorrow will not fail 
To place the winter rose, or wind-flower meek ; 
Then kiss thy marble smile, thy forehead pale, 
Bat not the icy darkness from thy cheek ; 
Then gaze — then press her heart that yet shall 

break ; 
And feebly sob — ** My child, we part to meet !** 

XVII. 
Hark ! music still is here ! How wildly sweet, 
Like flute notes in a storm, the psalm ascends 
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From yonder pile, in traffic's dirtiest street ! 
There hapless woman at her labcar bends, 
While with the rattling fly her shrill voice 

blends 
And ever, as she cuts the headless nail, 
She sings — *' I waited long, and sought the 

Lord, 
And patiently did bear.*' A deeper wail 
Of sister voices joins, in sad accord — 
** He set my feet upon his rock ador'd !" 
And then, perchance — *• O God, on man look 

down 1" 

XVIII. 
And Enoch seeks, with pensive joy, the town ; 
For there his brother in misfortune dwells. 
The old and sightless sawyer, once his own. 
They meet — with pride and grief his bosom 

swells ; 
And how they once could see, each sadly tells. 
But Charles is chang'd; and Enoch's bosom 

bleeds 
To mark the change. Though aged but eighty 

years. 
Bedrid and blind, the sorrowing sawyer needs 
All friendly aid. Crack'd, on the wall, appears 
His famous violin. No rival fears 
His trembling hand, which never more shall 

call 
The young, the gay, the manly, and the fair 
To penny hop or rustic festival ! 
No fading prude again shall curl her hair. 
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29 THE VILI 

Nor fop new whisltcrB buy. nor age repair 
To bear him charm the lovelieet oiTlhe land. 
The Itar ia trembling in our falher'B eye ; 
Kindly ho takes hie Biicienl servani's hand, 
Sloopa 10 his whisper, to his feelile sigh 
Sighs; and, with hands uplifted reverenily, 
And hcav'nward eyes upon his bended knees, 
Implores the Father nf ihe puor to spare 
His piouB friend, and cute liis long disease ; 
Or give him strength hia pniiiful load to bear, 
Thai, dying, ho may shew " whnl good men 

For Thou disdain' SI not pray'r from lowly walls, 
Tho squalid hovel, where Ihe pocir and juel 
Kneul, is. in thy eighl. splendid as ttie halla 
Where pray the proud — wiih eonlrfto hearla, I 
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O God '. continue to thy gratoful son 
Tho erace which thou hut never ye( denied 
To humble fnllji, ihal bids thy will be done I 
And let il Biill. in meckncsa, be his pride 
To praiae thy name, and hear it glorified < 
Poor ia thy son, and blind, and scorn'd, like me ; 
Yet thee we bleM, ibat he cnti proudly say 
He eats the hoarded bread of industry, 
And ihat he hath not. in his evil day. 
Tasted the bittern ess ofpariali-pay. 
ThoDKh frail thy child, hke all who weep below. 
His life, thon know'et, hoa been ro bnoefnl 
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He never gatherM where he did not plough, 
He reap*d not where he had not scattered seed ; 
And Christ, we know, for sinners deign'd to 

bleed ! 
At thy tribunal want may be forgiven; 
ThefCt to be lowly is not to be base. 
Oh, then — if equal, in the eye of Heav'n, 
Are all the children of the human race ; 
If pomp and pride have in thy courts no place — 
Let humble friends, who long have sojourn'd 

here 
In love united, meet in love again. 
Where dust, divorc'd from siii, and pain, and 

fear 
In ever-ble8s*d communion shall remain, 
With powers that know not death, nor grief, 

nor stain. 
Warbling to heav'niy airs the gratciul soul! 
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How few such men grace these degenerate days ! 
£*en Death, though fain to strike, in awe de- 
lays, 
As if immortal age defied his might. 
Lo ! where the creeping primrose comes again, 
To see his sad, bright eyes, that roil in night, 
While melts the hoar-frost on the cottage pane, 
And dew-drops glitter in the lonely lane ! 
Calm« as of old, with not one hoary hair 
Changed, thou art listening for the vernal bee ; 
Thy fingers, like the daisy's petals fair. 
Spread to the sun, that loves to look on thee — 
Thou almost god-like in thy dignity ! 
Hark, how the glad rill welcomes thee with 

pride ! 
Ye have been friends and neighbours five-score 

years — 
Father ! the stream still loiters at thy side. 
And still unchanged by. envious time appears ; 
Like human life, it flows, a stream of tears — 
But not to pass, like human life, away. 

II. 

What, though thy locks of venerable gray 
Claim not with yon wild cliffs coeval date. 
Yet, blind old man, shake hands with them, fm 

they 
Are dark like thee ; and, by an equal fate, 
They too, enduring long, shall perish late. 
Thou see*st not Winco, in his dusky cap, 
LeanM on his elbow, as becomes his years, 
With all the past beneath him, like a map, 





9^ 




? 



i 



^ 



THE VILLAGE PATRIARCH. 



IV. 



27 



But on thy brow, O ne'er may I behold 
Sadness ! — Alas, 'tis there, and well it may: 
For times are chang'd, and friends grow scarce 

and cold ! 
O let not want •' his ready visit pay" 
To sightless age, that knew a belter day ! 
O may no parish crust thy lips profane ! 

V. 

Man, poor and blind, who liv'st in worse than 

pain ! 
Where'er thou art, thou helpless, wingless owl ! 
The worm, our eyeless sister, might disdain 
Thee, subject to thy fellow's proud control. 
But what a worm is he, the bHnd in soul, 
Who makes, and hates, and tortures penury ! 
Ah ! who shall teach him mercy's law sublime ? 
He who can sever wo and poverty, 
Or pride and power, or poverty and crime ; 
He who can uninstruct the teacher, Time. 
Oh, yet erect, while all around are bow'd. 
Let Enoch Wray's niajestrc pride remain, 
A lone reproach, to sting the meanly proud. 
And show their victims — not, perhaps, in vain — 
What Britons have been, and may be again. 
Age and Blindness, why should you be 

pair'd ? 
O sisters thr^e, worst fates. Want, Blindness, 

Age ! 
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Hope look'd from heav'n, beheld yott, and 

despair' d, 
But now she rends her hair, in grief and rage ; 
Her words are prophecy, her dreams presage 
Evil to serf and lord ; for want hath sworn 
Thus, to the delver of the perilous mine. 
And him who wakes with scrating file the 

morn — 
" By the sad worm that dies not, I am thine. 
And mine art thou ; thy joys shall still decline 
Till death ; thy woes increase till death-— toil 



on!" 



VI. 



But why forestall our griefs ? Dark thoughts, 
begone! 

Sufficient is its evil for the hour. 

The verdant leaves drop from us one by one ; 

We need not shake them down. Life's weep- 
ing flower 

Droops soon enough, however slight the show- 
er; 

Andiiope, unbidden, quits our fond embrace. 

vn. 

I voill not read dejection in thy face. 

Nor aught save tranquil hope and gentle doom ; 

But deem thee parent of a happy race, 

Thy slumbers peaceful, distant yet thy tomb ; 

And, in thy Autumn, late the rose shall bloom. 

Come, let us walk, as we have often walk'd. 
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Through scenes belov'd, that whisper of the 

past ; 
And talk to me, as thou hast often talkM, 
Of winged hours, too happy far to last, 
When toil was bliss, and thrift could gather 

fast 
Funds to sustain his long life's tranquil close ; 
When faces wore no masks, and hearts were 

glad; 
When freedom's champions were not labour's 

foes ; / 
When no man deem'd the wise and honest 

mad ; 
And Pope was young, and Washington a lad. 
Thou to the past can'st say, '^Rise, live again!" 
For, Enoch, well rememb're'st thou the time 
When Britons till'd the Eden of the main. 
Where manly thoughts were utter'd e'en in 

rhyme. 
And poverty was rare, and not a crime. 
What envied England was, long years ago, 
That times are alter'd, thou can'st truly tell; 
And, if thy thoughts are flowers that bloom in 

snow — 
If with the present and ihe past they dwell- 
Then, of the lifeless, like a passing bell, 
Speak to the living, ere they perish, too. 
If memory is to thee a precious book. 
Brightest where written first, and brightly true, 
Turning the pictur'd pages, bid me look 
On sunny meadow and rejoicing brook, 
And toil-brown'd labour as the throstle gay. 
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viir. 

Thou wcepest, sightless man, with treasct gray! 
But wherefore weep o'er ills thou can'st not 

rure ? 
The darkest hour will quickly pasw away, 
A nd man was born to suffer and endure. 
But, come what may, thy rest is near and sure 
Tfitf bed is made, where all is well with all 
Who well have done. Then, Enoch, cease to 

"mourn ! 
Lifi up thy viiice. and wake the dead ! Recall 
The deeds of other days! and from the urn 
Of ihiiiKs which were, shake words ihal breathe 

and burn. 
O'er the dark mantle of the ni^ht are shed 
Sparks of the sun, in starry spangles proud: 
In show'ry spriiij^. when morn his radiant head 
Veiiis, the rich broom, with flittering diamonds 

bow'd, 
Is bunny litjht beneath the sunless cloud. 
Though Natun: to thine eyes is vainly fair, 
(Ireen luuj^h the- seasons, and the laughing light 
Is verdant in thy soul — tht; flower is there 
That wifher'd four-seore years ago, still bright. 
And baih'd in freshiu-ss by the drwy air. 
And pitying .-piri's to ihiiu' ear re[)air 
With tales, to which unsorrowin:; hearts are 

deaf; 
And deeds, whose ncu>\» hvi' tmt. live with thee; 
Still laugh and wcrp lonj.' buried joy and grief 
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Which, speaking with thine eloquent tongue, 
shall be, 

When thou art gone, alive to memory. 

Thus to great men their country — when the 
bust, 

The urn, the arch, the column fail — remains ; 

For ever speaks of godlike deeds the dust 

Which feet immortal trod; and rocks, and 
plains. 

When History's page no symbol'd thought re- 
tains, 

Hear dim tradition talk of deathless men. 



bright on the storm-swolFn torrent of the glen 
Is angry sunset ; bright, and warm, and strong, 
Are the rich visions which iho poet's pen 
Clothes ill sweet verse ; but brighter is the song 
Of truth unwritten, from our father's tongue. 
Ah ! who starts now at JBelmerino's name. 
Which England heard pronounc'd in dreams, 

and woke ? 
Then every mountain had a voice of flame ; 
Blue Kinderscout to starting Snailsden spoke, 
And fiery speech from troubled Stanedge broke. 
Tell, Enoch, yet again, of that -huge tree, 
Old as«the hills ; thai tree to whose broad shade 
Your herdg were driv'n, when age and infancy, 
The tl^oughiful matron, and the weeping maid, 
Fled through the gloom where lonest Rivilin 

strayM. 
Speak of the cellar and the friendly well 
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In which thy mother, trembling, hid her plate * 
The ancient cup, whose maker none can tell ; 
The massive tankard used on days of state ; 
And coins lon^ hoarded, all of sterling weight. 
Say how retirM the robbers, disarray'd ; 
Boast of the arms thy sire was proud to wield ; 
Drawn from its sheath, in thought, the trusty 

blade 
That drove rebellion o'er Culloden's field, 
Oppos'd in vain by Highland dirk and shield ; 
And feel the blood-rust on its splendour keen ! 

X. 

Then wing my spirit to a grander scene ; 

Let burning thoughts and words for utterance 

throng ; 
And bid me mark — though clouds will intervene 
To veil the waters swft, and wild, and strong- 
How pours the tide of human fate along. 
Tell of sad strife with Britain's sons, who trod 
Earth's virgin soil, beyond the sun-lov'd wave; 
Men — owning no superior but their God, 
Strong as their torrents, as their eagle, brave— 
Who di^ with Freedom's sword Oppression's 

grave ! 
Tell, too, of him, the warrior-sage, whose deeda 
Uncurs'd the future, and enfranchis'd man ! 
But ah ! not yet — Time's darkest hour succeeda, 
Unmatch'd in wo since life and death began ! 
For evil hath her place in Mercy's plan. 
And long will furnish themes for mournful 

rhymes. 
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Speak ! — if thy soul, too full of ancient times, 
Will condescend of later deeds to tell— 
Speak of the^day of blood, the night of crimes, 
The moral earthquake, add the earthly hell, 
When slaves smote tyrants servM too long and 

well. 
Say how attention listen* J, pale, in heav'n, 
When — maddenM by Abaddon's legion brands, 
And too, too deeply wrong' d to be forgiv'n — 
They found redemption in their own right hands, 
Purg'd with retorted fire their demon'd lands, 
And clad in fresher green the calcin'd sod. 

XII. 
Nor him forget, the stripling demi-god. 
Before whose glance the herded nations fled. 
Tell how he crush'd the mountains with his nod, 
Walk'd on the storm, arid to convulsion said, 
*'Be still, thou babbler!" Tell how he who 

read. 
The doom of kings fail'd to forsee his own. 
He plac'd upon his head the crown of steel ; 
But dream' d he of his grave in ocean lone ?— 
Toussaint ! thy foe was doom'd thy pangs to 

feel : 
On jailer* England and on him her seal 
Hath History set. For ocean's waste of waves 
Fenc'd not his throne from million hostile 

swords ; 
Therefore he built on multitudinous graves 
A tyrant's power, and strove to bind with cords 
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Tboughl ; for she mock'd him wiih her vingof 

That withers Brmin. Who shall credit <hee, 
Qeniuat Slill tTescheroiu, or unroclunate, 
Vielim, or wronger! Why must IIopegtillaM 
Thy pinions, plum'd wiih ligln divinB, abaie 
Their speed when nenresl hcav'n, 10 uncreale 
Her gloriona viaioni I Aye, since lime b«gan, 
Creamrea. wiih hearia ot aione and braina of 

clay. 
Scorning Ihy vaunt to wing ilie ropiile, man, 
O'er thee ntid ihine hare held botbarian away ; 
And in the nighl which yei may have its day, 
(The iiighl of ai;es. inoanlesa, eiatlesa, cold.) 
If tha rare splendour of the might of mind 
Halh aomeiimes flaah'd o'er plagues andorrora 

old, 

A deadlier gloom. Bui woodbine wreaiha ars 

twinM 
Round thams; and praiio, 10 merit due, ia paid, 
ToTulgnr duat, beat liked when earthy raoal. 
While Millon grew, aelf-nounsh'd, in the abade, 
Ten Wallers baik'd in day. Misrule can boaat 
OfmanyAlvas; Freedom, oft belray'd. 
Found her aole Washington. To shine un Men, 
Or only seen to blaal iho gaier's eye; 
Or struggle in eclipse, wiih vapours mean, 
Thaiquanch your brighttiaaB,and usurp the sky; 
Such, roeiaor spirits 1 is your destiny. 
Moum'd in times past, nod still deplor'd in 
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I. 

Ere Bedford's loafor Erin*s sty be thine, 
Cloud-roUing Sheffield ! want shall humble all. 
Town of the unbow'dpoor! thou shitlt not pine 
Like the fall'n rustic, licens'd Rapine's thrall ; 
But, first to rise, wilt b^ the last to fall ! 
Slow are thy sons the pauper's trade to learn. 
Though, in the land that blossoms like the rose, 
The English peasant and the Irish kerne 
Fight for potatoes — thy proud labourer knows 
Nor workhouse wages, nor the exile's M*oes. 
Not yet thy bit of beef, thy pint of ale. 
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Thy toil-strung heart which toil could ne*er 

dismay, 
Nor yet ihy honest, skill'd right hand shall 

fail; 
Last, from thy hearths, the poor man's prido 

shall stray ; 
And still «hall come thy well paid Saturday, 
And still thy morn of rest be near and sure. 

II. 

Light ! all is not corrupt, for thou art pure, 
Unchang'd, and changeless. Though frail man 

is vile, 
Thou look' St on him — serine, sublime, secure, 
Yet, like thy Father, with a pitying smile. 
Light ! we may cloud thy beams, but not defile. 
Even on this wintry day, as marble cold, 
Angels might quit their home, to visit thee, 
And match their plumage with thy mantle, 

roird 
Beneath God's throne, o'er billows of a sea 
Whose isles are worlds, whose bounds infinity. 
Why then is Enoch absent from my side f 
I miss the justle of his silver hair ; 
A guide no more, I seem to want a guide, 
While Enoch journeys to the house of pray' r; 
And ne'er came Sabbath day but he was there ! 
Lo, how like him, erect and strong, though 

gray. 
Yon village tower, time touched, to God ap- 
peals! 
But hark ! the chimes of morning die away ! 
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Hark ! — to the heart the solemn 

steals, 
Like the heart's voice, unfelt by none who feels 
That God is love, that man is living dust; 
Unfelt by none whom ties of brotherhood 
Link to his kind ; by none who puts his trust 
In nought of earth that hath survived the flood, 
Save those mute charities, by which the good 

k Strengthen poor worms, and serve their Maker 

^ best. 

IIL 

Hail, Sabbath ! day of mercy, peace, and rest ! 

Thou o'er loud cities throw'st a noiseless spell. 

The hammer there, the wheel, the saw, molest 

Pale thought no more. O'er trade's contentious 
hell 

Meek quiet spreads her wings invisible. 

But when thou com'st, less silent are the fields 

Through whose sweet paths the toil-freed towns- 
man steals. 

To him the very air a banquet yields. 

Envious, he watches the pois'd hawk, that 
wheels 

His flight on chainless winds. Each cloud re* 
veals \ 

A paradise of beauty to his eye. 

His little boys are with him, seeking flowers. 

Or chasing the too venturous gilded fly. 

So by the daisy's side he spends the hours, 

Renewing friendship with the budding bowers ; 

And — while might, beauty, good, without alloy. 
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To hear lb' apoallo of ihe hamlel, meel I ~ 
Tbey come, ihej'conie '. hahald, hark !— Than- 

Two handlong cnnoli'-B urge Ihe dreadful race ; 
Wo 10 ouleidere, should tbey be o'erihrowu I 
Be leady, Doctor, if ihcy break a trace : 
Twelve miles an hour— well done ; a glorioui 

Poor horaee, how ihey pant, and amoke, and 

Whal Ihen 1 oar jails are rait, and England 

Now, Bomb ! now, Bomb I Defiance letlda 

again) 
Homb 1 Bill Breaknot^k or the Devil drives ! 
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Whip !^^puloaa England need not care for 
lives. 

O blessed Sabbath ! to the coach'horse thou 
Bringest no pause from daily toil. For him 
There is no day of rest. The laws allow 
His ever-batter'd hoof» and anguish'd limb, 
Till, death-struck, flash his brain with dizzy 

swim, 
Lo, while his nostrils flame, and, torture-scor'd, 
Quivers his flank beneath the ruthless goad. 
Stretch*d, on his neck each vein swells, like a 

cord ! 
Hark ! what a groan ! The mute pedestrian, 

aw*d, 
Stops — whilu the steed sinks on the reeling road, 
Murdcr*d by hands that know not how to spare ! 

V. 
Now landed Trader, that, with haughty stare, 
Throned in thy curtained pew, o*erIook*st the 

squire ! 
Be kind and saintly ; give, for thou can*8t spare, 
A pittance to the destitute ; enquire 
If yon pale trembler wants not food and fire f 
Though thou could' St thrive, say not all others 

can. 
But look and see how toil and skill are fed ; 
Lo, merit is not food to every man ! 
Pious thou art, and far thy fame is spread ; 
But thy Saint Peter never preach*d cheap bread. 
Though bright the sun, cold blows the winter 

wind: 
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Behold the tramper, with his naked toes ! 
Where for the night shall he a lodging findf 
Or hid that homeless hoy relate his woes ; 
O try to feel what misery only knows, 
And be like Iwm of Wincobank, who ne*er . 
Sent a fall'n brother heart-struck from his door! 
Or be like Wentworth's lord, a blessing here ! 
O imitate the steward of the poor, 
According to thy means, heav'n asks no more! 
Think of the hope often, the sire of nine. 
The proud, skill'd man, wheel-shatterM yester- 
day : 
His wife will wring her hands ere eve decline ; 
And, ah ! the next week's wages, where are 

they ? 
O soothe her, help her, name not parish-pay ! 
Think, too, of her, the maid who dwelt alone, 
Whose first, sole, hopeless love was Enoch 

Wray. 
Forgotten ere she died, she liv'd unknown, 
And told her love but once, passing away 
Like a slow shadow, in her tresses gray. 
Proud, though despised, she sternly paid for 

rent 
Her all, her weekly eighteenpencc, and died, 
Rather than quit the home where she had spent 
Twice forty years. Her last pawn'd rug sup- 

phed 
A fortnight's food. None neard her if she 

sighM ; 
None saw her if she wept ; or saw too late, 
That tears were ice upon her lifeless face. 
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Her Bible on her lap, before the grate 
That long had known no fire, gnawing a lace 
With toothless gams — the last of all her race- 
She died of cold and hunger in her chair. 

VI. 

The bell strikes twelve. The ancient house of 
prayer 

Pours forth its congregated youth and age; 

The rich, the poor, the gay, the sad, are there ; 

And some go thence, who, in their hearts, pre- 
sage 

That one week more will end their pilgrimage. 

First, in all haste, comes busy Bolus, croose 

As bantam cock, and neat as horse fresh polTd. 

Then boys, all glad, as bottled wasps let loose, 

Clapping their hands because their toes are cold. 

Then tbe new Squire (more dreaded than the 
old) 

Raised from the milk-cart by his uncle's will— 

A Norfolk farmer he, who lov'd his joke, 

At tax-worn tradesmen aim*d, with practised 
skill ; 

For, scorning trade, he throve, while traders 
broke, 

And did not care a straw for Mister Coke. 

Next, lo ! the monarch of the village school. 

Slow Jedediah comes, not yet the last. 

Well can he bear the blame for stubborn fool ; 

Meekly he bows to yeoman, stumping past. 

While Bolus, yet in sight, seems travelling fast. 

Thou, Jedediah, learned wight, know'st well ■ 
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Why rush the younglings from the porch with 

glee. 
Dear to thy heart is Nature's breezy fell ; 
Deeply the captive's woes are felt by thee, 
For thou art Nature's, Freedom's devotee ! 
Witness the moss that winter's rage defies, 
CuII'd yesterday, beside the lizard's home ; 
Witness thou lichen of the precipice, 
Beautiful neighbour of the torrent's foam, 
Pluck'd, where the desert often sees him 

roam ! — 
Next comejs the train who better days have 

known, 

Condemn'd the taunts of paupers bom to brook, 
With prostrate hearts, that mourn their hopes 

o'erthrown, 
And downcast eyes, that shun th' upbraiding 

look. 
Then comes his worship ; then his worship's 

cook ; 
And then, erect as truth, comes Enoch Wray, 
Bareheaded still, his cheek still wet with tears, 
Pondering the solemn text, a^ best he may. 
Lo, close behind, the curate meek appears ! 
Kindly he greets the man of five-score years, 
The blind, the poor! while purse-pride turns 

away. 
And whispering asks, half-wishful, half-afraid, 
If Enoch has applied for parish pay ? 
Short-sighted curate ! ply the worldling's trade. 
Or, unpreferr'd, grow pale with hope delay'd, 
And die, the victiii of low craft i^nd spite. 
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Short-sighted curate ! do as worldlings do ; 
Flatter the wolf, for be can snarl and bite. 
What, though thy life is pure, thy doctrine true ? 
The Squireling hates thee; Bolus hates thee 

too. 
Physician, surgeon, umpire of thy flock! 
Dar'st thou be wise beyond the learned schools ? 
How laughs the Doctor at thy little stock 
Of drugs and simples ! Burn thy useful tools, 
Priest and Mechanic, scorn'd by knaves and 

fools ! 
Then fawn on wealth and spurn the all-shunn'd 

poor. 
To grandeur's halls, a punctual dun, repair ; 
Or still shall honest rags besiege thy door. 
And thou be found at Want's bedside in pray*r, 
While Pain moans low, and Death is watching 

there, 
And Hope sees better worlds beyond the sky. 

VII. 

Near yonder archer yews — that solemnly 
Keep aye uprais'd their desolate hands, in praise 
Of the old heav'ns, and hoar antiquity — 
Behold the Hall ! There once dwelt Matthew 

Hayes, 
A trading yeoman of the bygone days. 
There, where his fathers sojourn 'd on the plain, 
And damn'd the French, yet lov'd all human 

kind, 
His annual feast was spread, nor spread in vain ; 
There his own acres billow'd in the wind 
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Their golden corn. A man of vulgar mind, 
He iaugli'd at learning, while he Bcrawl'd his 

cross, 
And rearM his boy in sloth. But times grew 

worse : 
War came — and public waste brought private 

loss ; 
And punctual bankruptcy, the thriving curse, 
Beggar'd his debtors, till an empty purse 
Answer'd "all claims. He sold his land — then 

died, 
Following his broken-hearted wife — and left 
Their son, the heir of prejudice and pride. 
To drink, and swear, of self-respect bereft, 
And feed the day's debauch by nightly theft. 
Behold his home, that sternly could withstand 
The storms of more than twice a hundred years ! 
In such a home was Shakspeare's ** Hamlet" 

planned. 
And Raleigh's boyhood shed ambitious tears 
O'er Colon's wrongs. How proudly it upreara 
Its tower of clusier'd chimneys, tufted o'er 
With ivy, ever green amid the gray, 
Yet envy-stung, and muttenng evermore 
To yon red villa, on the king's highway, 
** Thou dandy ! I am not of yesterday." 
Time seems to reverence these fantastic walls j 
Behold the gables quaint, the cornice strong, 
The chambers, bellying over latticed halls, 
The oaken tracery, outlasting long 
The carven stme ; nor do their old age wrong 
With laughtei vile, or heartless jest profane ! 
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VIII. 

Why, Enoch, dost thou start, as if in pain t 
The sound thou hear'st the blind alone couhl 

hear: 
Alas ! Miles Gordon ne'er will walk again ; 
But his poor grandson's footstep wakes thy 

tear, 
As if indeed thy long lost friend were near. 
Here oft, with fading cheek and thoughtful brow, 
Wanders the youth — town-bred, but desert- 
born. 
Too early taught life's deepening woes to know, 
He wakes in sorrow with the weeping morn, 
And gives much labour for a little corn. 
In smoke and dust, from hopeless day to day, 
He sweats, to bloat the harpies of the soil, 
Who jail no victim, while his pangs can pay. 
Untaxing rent, and trebly taxing toil, 
They make the labour of his hands their spoil. 
And grind him fiercely ; but he still can get 
A crust o(wkeateti bread, despite their frowns ; 
They have not sent him like a pauper yet 
For Workhouse wages, as they send their 

clowns ; 

Such tactics do not answer yet in towns. 
Nor have they gorged his soul. Thrall though 

he be. 
Of brutes who bite him while he feeds them, 

still 
Ho feels his intellectual dignity, 
Works hard, reads usefully, with no mean skill 
Writes, and can reason well of good and ill. 
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Far from the headlong stream and lucid air 
The pallid alpine rose to meet him stoops, 
As if to soothe a brother in despair, 
Exiled from Nature and her pictures fair. 
E'en winter sends a posy to his jail, 
Wreath'd of the sunny celandine — the brief. 
Courageous windflower, loveliest of the frail — 
The hazel's crimson star — the woodbine's leaf — 
The daisy with its half-clos'd eye of grief — 
Prophets of fragrance, beauty, joy, and song! 
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Bird ! who would swelter with the laden throng, 
That had thy wings ? Earth spurners, you are 

free ! 
But thou must drag the chains of life along, 
And, all but hopeless, till thou cease to be. 
Toil, wo- worn Artisan ! Yet, unlike thee 
Is minion'd Erin's sty'd and root-fed clown. 
How unlike thee, though once erect and proud, 
Is England's peasant slave, the trodden down, 
The parish-paid, in soul and body bow'd ! 
How unlike thee is Jem, the rogue avow'd. 
Whose trade is poaching ! Honest Jem works 

not, 
Begs not, but thrives by plundering beggars 

here. 
Wise as a lord, and quite as good a shot, 
He, like his betters, lives in hate and fear, 
And feeds on partridge, because bread is dear. 
i Sire of six sons, apprentic'd to the jail, 
^ He prowls in arms, the tory of the night ; 
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With them he shares his battles and his ale , 
With him they feel the majesty of might; 
No despot better knows that Power is Rightl 
Mark his unpaidish sneer, his lordly frown ; 
Hark, how he calls beadle and flunky liars ! 
See, how magnificently he breaks down 
His neighbour's fence, if so his will requires! 
And how his struttle emulates the Squire's ! 
And how Hke Mistrcfe Gig, late Betty Scrubb, 
Or Mister Dunghill, with his British pride, 
He takes the wall of Glossin and his cub, 
Or loyal Guts, who, bursting, coughs, to hide 
The wounded meanness he mistakes for pride ! 
Jem rises with the moon ; but when she sinks, 
Homeward, with sack-like pockets, and quick 

heels, 
Hungry as boroughmongering goul, he slinks. 
He reads not, writes not, thinks not — scarcely 

feels ; 
Insolent ape ! whatever he gets he steals, 
Then plays the devil with his righteous gain ! * 

X. 

O thou, whom conquer'd seas made great in 
vain, 

Fall'n Venice ! Ocean Queen no more ! op- 
press* d 

Nurse of true slaves, and lords whom slaves 
disdain ! 

Whisper thy sickening sister of the West 

That Trade hath wings, to fly from climes 
unblessM ! 
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Trade, the transformer, that turns dross to 

bread, 
And reaps rich harvests on the barren main ; 
Trade, that uproots wild flowers, and from their 

bed 
Digs forth hard steel, to hew the bondman** 

chain : 
Tamer of Tyrants, else qppos'd in vain ! 
And ye — once guardians of the fainting state, 
Shades of the Rockinghams and Savilles ! ye 
Who lived when paupers did not dine on plate ! 
Wake ! — can ye sleep ? Indignant, wake ! and 

see 
Alms-taking weaftii, alms-giving poverty ! 
Thou too, undemonizer of the proud ! 
Religion, that oenst raise and dignify 
The heart with abject penury hath bow*d ! 
From gorgeous climes beneath the eastern sky, 
Call home the lightning of thy seraph eye ; 
Gird thy almighty loins ; thy work begin ! 
Plead for the pariah of the isle of woes, 
And speak, with Luther's voice, to giant Sin! 
So may the year of lortur'd ages close 
Ere the slow Angel start from his repose, 
Like Stanedge, shaking thunder from his mane. 

XI. 

But who will listen when the poor complain t 
Who read, or hear, a tale of wo if true ? 
Ill fares the friendless Muse of want and pain. 
Fool! would' St thou prosper, and be honest 
too? 
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Fool ! would' 8t thou prosper ? Flatter thoM 

who do ! 
If, not unmindful of the all-sbunn'd poor, 
Thou write on tablets frail their troubles deep, 
The proud, the vain, will scorn thy theme ob- 
scure. 
What wilt thou earn, though lowly hearts may 

steep 
With tears the page in which their sorrows 

weep? 
Growl, if thou wilt, in vulgar sympathy 
With piunderM labour ; pour thy honest bile 
In satire, hiss'd at base prosperity ; 
And let his enviers, from their pittance vile. 
Reward the pauper virtuous of thy style. 
But, hark ! what accents of what slave enquire 
Why rude mechanics dare to wield the quill ? 
He bids me from the scribbler's desk retire, 
Rehoof my fingers, and forget my skill 
In railing foully, and in writing ill. 

that my poesy were like the child 
That gathers daisies from the lap of May, 
With prattle sweeter than the bloomy wild ! 
It then might teach poor Wisdom to be gay 
As flowers, and birds, and rivers, all at play, 
And winds, that make the voiceless clouds of 

morn 
Harmonious. But distemper'd, if not mad, 

1 feed on Nature's bane, and mess with scorn. 
I would not, could not if I would, be glad. 
But, like shade-loving plants, am happiest sad. 
My heart, once soft as woman's tear, is gnarl'd 
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With gloating on the ills I cannot cure. 
Like Arno*8 exil'd bard, whose music snarrd, 
I gird my loins to suffer and endure, 
And woo Contention, for her dower is sure. 
Tear not thy gauze, thou garden -seeking fly, 
On thorny flowers, that love the dangerous 

storm, 
. And flourish most beneath the coldest sky ! 
But ye who honour truth's enduring form. 
Come ! tht re are heath-flowers, and the fanged 

worm, 
Clouds, gorse, and whirlwind, on the gorgeou* 

moor. 
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I. 
Enoch, the lights are darken*d on tke hill, 
But in the house a thoughtful vrateh is set ; 
Warm on the ancient hearth fire glimmers still ; 
Nor do the travellers their way forget ; 
Nor is the grasshopper a burthen yet. 
Though blossoms on the mountain top the snow, 
The maids of music yet are lingering near ; 
Still are the wakeful listeners wise to know ; 
Still to thy soul the voice of song is dear. 
And when I read to thee that vision drear — 
The Manfred of stern Byron — thou didst bend, 
Fix*d, to drink in each touching word and tone. 
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On- thy changed cheek I saw strong feeling 

blend 
Impetuous hues ; and tears fell, one by one, 
From thy clos'd eyes, as on' the moorland^tone 
The infant river drops its crystal chill. 



Say, then, is Pope our prince of poets still f 

Or may we boast, in these all rhyming days, 

One chmber of the Heliconian hill, 

Whose classic spirit and unborrow'd lays 

Johnson or caustic Swift had deign'd to praise f 

Scott, whose invention is a magic loom ; 

Baillie, artificer of deathless dreams ; 

Moore, the Montgomery of the drawing>room ; 

Montgomery, the Moore of solemn themes ; 

Crabbe, whose dark gold is richer than it seems; 

Keats, that sad name, which time shall write in 
tears ; 

Poor Burns, the Scotchman, who was not a 
slave ; 

Campbell, whom Freedom's deathless Hope en- 
dears ; 

White, still remembered in his cruel grave ; 

Ill-fated Shelly, vainly great and brave ; 

Wordsworth, whose thoughts acquaint us with 
our own ; 

Didactic, earnest Cowper, grave and gay ; 

Wild Southey, flying like the hem, alone ; 

And dreamy Coleridge, of the wizard lay : 

These are true bards, who please not Enoch 
Wray! 
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But may not Byron, dark and g[rand, compete 
With him who sung Belinda's ravish'd tress f 
Chaste is the muse of Pope, and passing sweet; 
But Byron is all fervour, rivalless 
In might and passion. Woman's tenderness-* 
When woman is most tender, most deplor'd — 
Moves not like his ; and still, when least divine, 
He is a god, whose shrines shall be restored — 
Apollo, self-dethron'd. His mind a mine 
Where night>born gems in cherish' d darkness 

shine, 
He — thrice a Ford, twice an Euripides, 
And half a Schiller — hath a Milton's power 
But not a Shakespeare's ; strength, and fire, and 

ease. 
And almost grace ; though gloomy as the tower 
Around whose dangerous brow storms love to 

lower, . 
His. world is all within, like Enoch Wray's. 

in. 

The full-blown flower, maturely fair, displays 
Intensest beauty, and th' enamour' d wind 
Drinks its deep fragrance. B ut could lengthen'd 

days • 

Have ripen'd to more worth dark Byron's mind, 
And purg'd his thoughts from taint of earth re- 

fin'd? 
Or would he have sent forth a fiercer glow. 
And gloomier splendour, from his core of fire? 
We know not what he might have been, but 

know 
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What ke could not be. Proud of his high l^e, 
We mourn the dead, who never can expire. 
Proud of his fearless frown, his burning tear ; 
Proud of the poet of all hearts, who heard 
The mute reproach of Greece; with zeal severe, 
We scrutinize our least iujurious word, 
Nor longer deem his spleeny whims absurd. 
His pangs ridiculous, his weakness crime. 
Heaven's favourites are snort liv'd. Stern fate 

and time 
Will have their victims ; and the best die first. 
Leaving the bad still strong, though past their 

prime, 
To curse the hopeless world they ever curs' d. 
Vaunting vile deeds, and vainest of the worst. 
And he who cannot perish is no more I 
He died who is immortal, and muat be, 
To time's slpw years, like ocean to the shore, 
The sun to heav'n ! He died where fell the 

free 
Of ancient Greece ; and Greeks his losa deplore. 
There, where they fight, as fought their sires of 

yore, 
In the great cause of all the good and great. 
Liberty's martyr, England's, Europe's pride, 
Girding his broken heart, he champion'd fate, 
And laid down lifee — though not as Russel died, 
To him ** by better ties than blood," allied. 
Beyond the deep he perished, far from all 
That darken'd dearth with love ; and though the 

wave 
Leagued with his foes to mock his dying call, 
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His dust is where his heart was, when he gav* 
Years of defeated glory for a grave. 
Sighing in death his deathless love and wo. 

V. 
Father ! thy life has been prolong' d to know- 
Strange times, strange men, strange changes 

and strange lays ; 
The warrior-banl whom Athens, long ago, 
Crown'd peerless heir of never-dying praise, 
Hath found a greater. In those fearful days 
When, tempest-driv'n, and toss'd on troubled 

seas, 
Thought, like the petral, lov'd the whirlwind 

best. 
And o'er the waves, and through the feam, with 

ease, 
Rose up into the black cloud's thund'roui 

breast, 
To rouse the lightning from his gloomy rest ;. 
Then, in the shadow of the mountains, dwek 
A lady, to whose heart high hopes were deaVr 
Who wildly thought, and passionately felt, 
And strangely dream'd, that man — the slave ol 

Fear, 
And Pain, and Want — might be an angel here 
Full oft that lady of the glen remote 
Call'd Enoch her wise mansion ; oft partook 
His humble meal, while, mirror'd in his thought. 
The pensive past assum'd her own sweet look. 
'Twas then she gave him her last gift, a book 
Dark with strange power, and fearfully divine. 
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It ehiird his blood, it lifted up his hair ; 

Spirits of terror liv'd in every line ; 

A spell wfis on its pages of despair, 

And burning woes, which Nature could not 

bear. 
*Twas grand, but dreadful as the thoughts that 

wrung 
The sun of morning, from the solar beam 
Hurl'd to the centre, where his soul, unstrung, 
Disdain'd submission still, too proud to seem 
UnvanquishM. Was it but a fearful dream, 
That tale of Schiller's 7 Did the robber Moor 
Pierce through Amelia's broken heart his own! 
Smite the dark tower and shake the iron door ? 
And voas he answered by a father's groan ? — 
Th' Avonian seer hath ceas'd to stand alone. 
But thou no more shall printed vision read, 
Enoch ! that dire perusal was thy last ; 
For from thine eyeballs, with a spirit's speed, 
Gone, and forever, light and beauty pass'd. 
Not that a horror and a wo too vast 
Had quench'd thy brilliant orbs : nor was thy 

doom 
Like his — the bard who sang of Eden's bowers, 
The bard of lofty thought, all fire and gloom, 
All might and purity — whose awful powers, 
Too darkly strong for organs frail as ours, 
Press'd on his visual nerve a pall -like night t 
B-ttt God, who chastens whom he loves, or- 

dain'd, 
Although thy frame was vigorous, thy step light. 
Thy spirit like the autumnal gale unrein' d — 
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That thine should be affliction, well soBtainM, 
To show the proud what humble worth can 
bear. 

VI. 
Then hither, Pride, with tearless eyes repair ! 
Come, and learn wisdom from unmurmuring 

wo, 
That, 'reft of early hope, yet scorns despair. 
Still in his bosom light and beauty glow. 
Though darkness took him captive long ago. 
Nor is the man of five-score years alone : 
A heav'nly form, in pity, hovers near ; 
He listens to a voice of tenderest tone. 
Whose accents sweet the happy cannot hear ; 
And, lo, he dashes from his cheek a {ear, 
Caught by an angel shape, with tresses pale. 
He sees her, in his soul. How fix'd he stands! 
But, oh, can angels weep f Can grief prevail 
O'er spirits pure? She waves her thin, white 

hands ; 
And while her form recedes, her eye expands, 
Gazing on joys which he who seeks shall find. 
There is an eye that watches o'er the blind : 
He fiatk a friend — ** not lost, but gone before" — 
Who left her image in his heart behind. 

ut when his hands, in darkness, trembled o'er 
Her lifeless features, and he heard no more 
The voice whose last tor^e bless' d him, frenzy 

came ! 
Blindness on blindness midnight thick and 

deep. 
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Too heavy to be felt ! — then pangs, like flame, 
That sear*d the brain — sorrow that could not 

weep; 

Fever, that would have bartered worlds for sleep! 
He had no tears, but those that inly pour, 
And scald the heart ; no slumbers, but the doze 
That stuns the mourner who can hope no more; 
But he had shudderings, stapor, nameless woeHs, 
Horror, which only he that suffers knows. 
But frenzy did not kill. His iron frame. 
Though shaken, stood. The mind's night faded 

slow. 
Then would he call upon his daughter's name, 
Because it was her mother's ! And his wo 
Waned into resignation, pleas'd to show 
A face of peace, without the smile it wore. 
Nor did the widower learn again to smile 
Until his daughter to her Albert bore 
Another Mary, and on yonder stile 
He nurs'd the babe, that sweetly could beguile, 
With looks unseen, ** all sadness but despair." 

vn. 

Nay, Enoch do not weep. The day is fair. 
And flings bright lightnings from his helm 

abroad ; 
Let us drink deep the pure and lucid air, 
Ere darkness call thee to her damp abode. 
Hark, how the tilling whistles o'er the road! 
Holm, plume thy palms ! and toss thy purple 

Torse 
Elm ! but, Wood Rose, be not a bride too soon! 
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Snows yet may shroud alive the golden gorse : 
Thou early-green ! deem not thy bane a boon; 
Distrust the day that changeth like the moon. 
But still our father weeps. Ah ! though all hues 
Are dead to him, the floral hours shall yet 
Shed o'er his heart their fragrance- loving dews! 
E'en now, the daisy, like a gem, is set, 
Though faint and rare, In winter's coronet. 
Thy sisters sleep, adventurous windflower pale ! 
And thy weak blush affronts the celandine, 
The starry herald of that gentlest gale 
Whose plumes are sunbeams, dipp'd in odouris 

fine : 
Well may'st thou blush ; but sad blight will be 

thine, 
If glowing day shut frore in stormy night. 

VIII. 

Still dost thou weep, Old Man ? The day is 

bright, 
And spring is near: come, take a youngster's 

arm ; 
Come, let us wander where the flocks delight 
At noon to shun them, when the sun is warm ; 
And visit then, beyond thy uncle's farm, 
Theone-ferch'd bridge — thy glory, and thy 

pride, 
Thy Parthenon, the triumph of thy skill; 
Which still bestrides, and long it shall bestridSt 
The discontented stream from hill to hill, 
Laughing to scorn the moorland torrent still. 
How many years hath he slept in the tomb 
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Who swore thy bridge would yield to one year's 



rain I 
E'en London folks, to see and prajse it, come ; 
And envious masons pray, with shame and pain, 
For skill like Enoch Wray's, but pray in vain. 
For he could do what others could not learn. 
First having learnM what Heav'n alone can 

teach : 
The parish idiot might his skill discern ; 
And younglings, with the shell upon their 

breech, 
Left top and taw, and listen to his speech. 
The barber, proudest of mankind, confest 
His equal worth — '* or so the story ran" — 
Whate'er he did, alF own'd, he did it best ; 
And e'en the bricklayer, his sworn foe, began 
To say, that Enoch was no common man. 
Had he carv'd beauty in the cold white stone, 
(Like Law, the unknown Phidias of our day,) 
Tiie village Angclo had quail'd to none 
Whom critics eulogize, or princes pay ; 
And ne'er had Chantrey equall'd Enoch Wray 
Forgotten relic of a world that was ! 
But thou art not forgotten, though, alas I 
Thou art become a stranger, sunny nook, 
On which the changeful seasons, as they pass. 
Wait ever kindly ! He no more will look 
On thee, warm bank ! will see thy hermit brook 
No more, no more. But kindled at the blaze 
Of day, thy fragrance makes thy presence 

known. 
Behold ! he counts his footsteps as he strays t 
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Ho feeU that he is near thy verdure lone ; 
And his heart whispersj that thy flowers are 

blown. 
Pale primrose, know'st thou Enoch ? Long ago 
Thy fathers knew him ; and their child is.dear, 
Because he lov'd them. See, he bends him low 
With reverend grace, to thee — and drops a tear. 
" I see thee not,'' he sighs, '* but thou art here ; 
Speak to a poor, blind man !" And thou canst 

speak 
To the lone blind. Still, still thy tones can 

reach 
His listening heart, and soothe, or bid it break. 
Ob, memory hears again the thrilling speech 
Of thy meek beauty ! Fam his hand would 

reaah 
And pluck thee — No ! that would be sacrilege. 
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Come, Fatber of the Hamlet ! grasp again 
Thy stern asii plant, cut when the woods were 

young ; 
Come, let ua leave the plough subjected plain, 
And rise, with freshen' d hearts, and nerves 

restrung. 
Into the azure dome, that, haply, hung 
O'er thoughtful power, ere suffering hat^ begun. 
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Flowers peep, trees bud, boughs tremble, rivers 

run ; 
The redwing saith, it is a glorious morn. 
Blue are thy Heavens, thou Highest ! and thy sun 
Shines without cloud, all fire. How sweetly, 

borne 
On wings of morning o'er the leafless thorn, 
The tiny wren's small twitter warbles near ! 
How swiftly flashes in the stream the trout ! 
Woodbine ! our father's ever-watchful ear 
Knows, by thy rustle, that thy leaves are out. 
The trailing bramble hath not yet a sprout ; 
Yet hari«hly to the wind the wanton prates, 
Not with thy smooth lisp, woodbine of the 

flelds ! 
Thou future treasure of the bee, that waits 
Gladly on thee, spring's harbinger ! when yields 
All bounteous earth her odorous flowers, and 

builds 
The nightingale, in beauty's fairest land. 

in. 

Five rivers, like the fingers of a hand 

Flung from black mountains, mingle, and are 

one 
Where sweetest valleys quit the wild and grand, 
And eldest forests, o'er the silvan Don, 
Bid their immortal brother journey on, 
A stately pilgrim, watch'd by all the hills. 
Say, shall we wander where, through warriors' 

graves. 
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The infant Yewden, mountain-cradled, trills 
Her doric notes ? Or, where the Locksley 

raves 
Of broil and battle, and the rocks and caves 
Dream yet of ancient days ? Or, where the sky 
Darkens o'er Rivilin, the clear and cold, 
That throws his blue length, like a snake, from 

high? 
Or, where deep azure brightens into gold 
O'er Sheaf, that mourns in Eden ? Or, where 

roll'd 
On tawny sands, through regions passion-wild, 
And groves of love, in jealous beauty dark, 
Complains the Porter, Nature's thwarted child, 
Born in the waste, Hke headlong Wimingf 

Hark ! 
The pois'd hawk calls thee. Village Patriarch ! 
He calls thee to his mountains ! Up, away ! 
Up, up, to Stanedge ! higher still ascend. 
Till kindred rivers, from the summit gray. 
To distant seas their course in beauty bend. 
And, like the lives of human millions, blend 
Disparted waves in one immensity ! 

IV. 

Beautiful rivers of the desert ! ye 
Bring food for labour from the foodless waste. 
P leas' d stops the wanderer on his way, to see 
The frequent wier oppose your heedless haste. 
Where toils the Mill, by ancient woods em» 
brac'd. 
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But steeper hills look down on stream and tree: 
I pray thee, pause, or, lo, I lag behind ! 
Ah, thou wilt prove an overmatch for me, 
Despite the sad erectness of the blind. 
Whoever' walks with thee, though young, will 

find 
'Tis hard for youth to emulate thy age. 
They were adventurous Sampsons, that would 

try 
To lift a load with Enoch, or engage 
To fling a heavier quoit. And thigh to thigh, 
And foot to foot, plac'd well and warily, 
He who throws thee had need be in his prime. 

VI. 

The moors — all hail ! Ye changeless, ye sub- 
lime. 
That seldom hear a voice, save that of Heav*n ! 
Scorners of chance, and fate, and death, and 

time, 
But not of Him, whose viewless hand hathriv*n 
The chasm, through which the mountain stream 

is driv'n ! 
How like a prostrate giant — not in sleep. 
But listenmg to his beating heart — ye lie ! 
Ye seem alone beneath the boundless sky ; 
Ye speak, are mute — and there is no reply ! 
Here all is sapphire light, and gloomy land, 
Blue, brilliant sky, above a sable sea 
Of hills, like chaos, ere the first command, 
*• Let there be light !" bade light and beauty b'5. 
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But thou art here, thou rarest cloudberry ! 

health-restorer ! did he know thy worth, 
The bilious townsman would for thee resign 
His wall-growu peach, well pleased. In moor 

land earth 
Thee would he plant, thou more than nectarine ! 
Thou better grape ! and, in thy fruit divine, 
QuafTstrength and beauty from the living bough. 

VII. 
This scene is ancient, Enoch must allow. 
Marble is less enduring than the flower 
That wither'd ages hence, and withers now, 
Where, black as night, th' uualter'd mountain's 

tower. 
And baffled Time sees things that mock his 

power. 

1 thank ye, billows of a granite sea. 

That the brib'd plough, defeated, halts below ! 
And thanks, majestic Barrenness, to thee, 
For one grim region in a land of wo. 
Where tax-sown wheat and paupers will not 

grow. 
Here pause, old Man, the alpine air to taste : 
Drink it from Nature's goblet, while the mom 
Speaks like a fiery trumpet to the waste. 
Here despot grandeur reigns in pomp forlorn. 
Despair might sojourn here, with bosom torn. 
And long endure, but never smile again. 
Hail to the tempest's throne, the cloud's high 

road, 
Lone as the aged sky, and hoary main ! 
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The path we tread the Sherwood outlaws trode, 
Where no man bideth, Locksley's band abode, 
And urg'd the salient roe through bog and 
brake. 

VIII. 

Know^st thou our father, thou enfeebled snake, 
That seek'st the sun too soon ? Dost thou, in 

awe 
And love, the seldom trodden path forsake f 
To him, thou seem'st the very snake be saw 
In ruddy boyhood. While thy folds withdraw, 
Uncoil'd o'er cranshy roots, and fern-stalks dry, 
He thinks he sees thee, coloured like the stone, 
With cruel and atrocious Tory eye, 
And anxious look of dog ^hat seeketh bone. 
Or sour Scotch placeman, when his place is 

gone, 
To feed some Whiggish fool, who will not eat. 



fT; 



^Bee ! that hast left thy sandy-cov'd retreat 
Before the living purple hath purvey'd 
Food for thee ; potent pigmy ! that the fleet 
Wing'd moments of the past, and years, array'd 
In patch- work, from the robe of things decayed 
Recall'st from sad oblivion ! thou canst do 
What mightiest spirits cannot — Silence hears 
Thy murmur ; and our sire, who hears it too, 
Lives o'er again a hundred pensive years. 
Pathetic insect ! thou hast brought fresh tears 
To sightless eye-balls, and a channeled cheek. 
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O that once more he could become a boy. 
And sec the morning o'er the mountains break 
In clouds of fire, which, army-Uke, deploy — 
That he might chase thee, with a hunter's joy, 
Vainly, o'er moss, and heath, and plumy fern ! 

X. 

Father ! we stand upon the mountain stern, 
That cannot t'eel our lightness, and disdains 
Reptiles, that sting and perish in their turn, 
That hiss and die — and, lo ! no trace remains 
Of all their joys, their triumphs, and their pains ! 
Yet to stand here might well exalt the mind : 
These are not common moments, nor is this 
A common scene.' Hark, how the coming wind 
Booms, like the funeral dirge of wo, and bliss, 
And life, and form, and mind, and all that is ! 
How like the wafture of a world-wide wing 
It sounds and sinks — and all is hush'd again ! 
But are our spirits humblecl ? No ! We string 
The lyre of death with mystery and pain. 
And proudly hear the dreadful notes complain 
That man is not the whirlwind, but the leaf, 
Torn from the tree to soar and disappear. 
Grand is our weakness, and sublime our grief. 
Lo ! on this rock, I shake off hope and fear. 
And stand releas'd from clay ! — yet am I here, 
And at ray side are blindness, age, and wo. 

XI. 

Far to the left, where streams disparted flow, 
Rude as his home ))f granite, dark and cold, 
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In ancient days, beneath the mountain's brow, 
Dwelt, with his son, a widower poor and old. 
Two steeds he had, whose manes and forelocki 

bold 
Comb ne'er had touchM ; and daily to the town 
They dragged the rock, from moorland quarries 

torn. 
Years roll'd away. The son, to manhood 

grown, 
Married his equal ; and a boy was born, 
Dear to the grandsire's heart. But pride, aiid 

scorn. 
And avarice, fang' d the mother's small gray eyes, 
That dully shone, like studs of larnish'd lead. 
She poison'd soon her husband's mind with lies ; 
Soon naught remain'd to cheer the old man's 

shed. 
Save the sweet boy, that nightly shar'd his bed. 
And worse days were at hand. The son defied 
The father — seiz'd his goods, his steeds, his 

cart : 
The old man saw, and, unresisting, sigh'd : 
But when the child, unwilling to depart. 
Clung to his knees, then spoke the old man's 

heart 
In gushing tears. " The floor," he said, '* is dry: 
Let the poor boy sleep with me this one night.** 
'* Nay," said the mother ; and she twich'd awry 
Her rabid lip ; and dreadful was the sight. 
When the dwarf d vLxen dasli'd, with fiendish 

spite, 
Her tin5 fist into the old man's face ; 
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The boy to scream ; still down the torrent went 
The lessening cries ; and soon, far off, they 

died ; 
While o'er the waves, that still their boom forth 

sent. 
Descended, cotlin-black, the firmament. 
Morn came : the boy return'd not : noon was 

nigh; 
And then the mother saught the hut in haste. 
There sat the wretched man, with glaring eye; 
And in his arms the lifeless child, embrac'd. 
Lay like a darkening snow-wreath on the wastt. 
" God curse thee, dog ! what hast thou done ?" 

she cried. 
And fiercely on his horrid eye-balls gaz'd : 
Nor hand, nor voice, nor dreadful eyes replied ; 
Still on the corpse he star'd with head unrais'd ; 
But in his fix'd eyes light unnatural blaz d. 
For Mi fid had left them, to return no more. 
Man of the wither'd heart-strings ! is it well?— 
Long in the grave hath slept the maniac hoar ; 
But of the "lost lad" still the mountains tell, 
When shriek the spirits of the hooded fell. 
And, many-voic'd, comes down the foaming 

snow. 
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Unil ! silence of the desert ! — I speak low 
III ipverence — here the falcon's wing is awed, 
A-* o% r the deep repose, sublimely slow, 
]fp wheels in conscious majesty abroad. 
i^^piriis should make the desert their abode. 



*<.= 



^^ 



¥ 



1> 



'rjM'^^l^'' 





? 



> 



} 



THE VILLAGE PATRIARCH. 



75 




While mercy gave him stones tor food ! The 

frown 
Of guilt, on minds and hearts, in ruins strewn ! 
Hate, torturing Constancy, that lov'd too well! 
Majestic things, in gnats that Uve an hour ! 
Soul-battering Faction, fain to buy or sell, 
And 'spous*d to Fraud, with kingdoms for a 

dower ! 
Ye sister forms of Nature's dread and power ! 
Stand ye upon the earth? Heav'n hath no 

cloud 
To be a carpet for your dismal feet. 
Ye stand upon the earth, and skies are bow'd 
To knee your throne, this granite-pillarM seat, 
That is, and was, and shall be. Wildly beat. 
Beneath your footstool, passions, feelings, 

deeds, 
Like billows on the solitary shore. 
Where baffled wave to baffled wave succeeds, 
SpurnM by the sullen rocks, with sullen roar, 
And rising, falling, foaming evermore. 
To rise, and fall, and roar, and foam in vain. 

XV. 

Ye rocks ! ye elements ! thoii shoreless main, 
In whose blue depths, worlds, ever voyaging, 
Freighted with life and death, of fate complain ! 
Things of immutability I ye bring 
Thoughts that with sorrow and with terror 

wring 
The human breast. Unchang'd, of sad decay 





W^■^5^ 



h 




76 



THE TILLAGE FATRIARCB. 



And deathless change ye speak, like prophetr 

old, 
Foretelhng Evirs ever-present day ; 
And, as when Horror lays his finger cold 
Upon the heart in dreams, appal the bold. 
O thou, Futurity, our hope and dread, 
Let me unveil thy features, fair or foul ! 
Thou, who shalt see the grave untenanted. 
And commune with the re-cmbodied soul ! 
Tell mo thy secrets, ere thy ages roll 
Their deeds, that yet shall be on earth, in 

heav'n. 
And in deep hell, where rabid hearts with pain 
Must purge their plagues, and learn to be for- 
given ! 
Shew me the beauty that shall fear no stain, 
And still, through age-long years, unchanged 

remain ! 
As one who dreads to raise the pallid sheet 
Which shrouds the beautiful and tranquil face 
That yet can smile, but neVer more shall meet 
With kisses warm, his ever-fond embrace; 
So, I draw nigh to thee, whh timid pace. 
And tremble, though I long to l^ft thy ycil. 
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I 



CONTENTS. 

Enoch Wray versifies his dreaTn.— His anxiety to recite 
his composition to his neighbour, Alice Green.*— Snow- 
ttorm.— Disasters of Enoch Wray on his way to the 
cottage of Alice Green.— Her person described.— An 
incident in her life; and its consequences.- Her 
eloquence. 



I. 
Dreams ! are ye vapours of the heated brain, 
Or echoes of our deeds, our fears, our hopes f 
Fever'd remembrances, that o'er again 
Tell prose adventures, in poetic tropes, 
While drowsy judgment with illusion copes 
Feebly and vsdnly ? Are ye paid when due ? 
Or, like our cobweb wealth, unfound when 

sought ? 
Be ye of sterling value, weign'd and true, 
Or the mere paper currency of thought, 
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By spendthrift fancy signed, and good for 

nought — 
Enoch hath dream'd a dream, like saddest truth. 
And done it into rhyme. And Alice Green- 
The shrewish village quack, and ever sooth 
Interpreter of dreams — can tell, I ween, 
What signs and omens, rhym'd or rhymeless, 

mean. 
With all a poet's ardour to rehearse 
A vision, like the Florentine's of yore, 
Feverish and nervous, muttering deathless 

verse. 
He opens oft, and oft he shuts the door, 
And every leaden minute seems a score. 
But he is storm- bound. To the marsh below. 
While squattering ducks descend, and, with 

pale beams. 
The hooded, ineffectual sun, through snow 
That fell all night, and still is falling, gleams, 
Like reason, struggling half awake, in dreams, 
He hears the redbreast peck the frosted panot 
Asking admittance to the warm fireside ; 
And — while o'er muffled ruts each cart and wain 
Moves without sound he opes the casement 

widr, 
To hail once more the guest he ne'er denied; 
Then spreads his hands, to feel if yet the plumes 
Of heav'n are wav« ring in the n<»iseless air ; 
Determin'd — when the burden 'd sky resumes 
Its lucid azure, clear, and ^old. and fair — 
Through paths of hidden peril to rrpoir, 
And have some harmless fun with Alice Green. 
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How wild, how wondrous, and how chyig'd 

the scene 
Since yesterday ! On hill and valley bright 
Then look'd broad heav'u, all splendid and se- 

rene ; 
And earth and sky were beauty, music, light. 
But now the storm-cock shakes the powdery 

while. 
With start impatient, from his shivering wings ; 
And, on the maple's loaded bough depress'd, 
Perch'd o'er the buried daisy sweetly sings. 
With modulated throat and speckled breast, 
To cheer the hen bird, drooping in the nest 
On dusky eggs, with many a dot and streak. 

II. 
Love of the celandine and primrose meek ! 
Star of the leafless hazle ! where art thou 7 
Where is the windflower, with its modest cheek! 
Larch ! hast thou dash'd from thy denuded brow 
Blossoms, that stole their rose-hues from the 

glow 
Of Even, blushing into dreams of love ? 
Flowers of the ^ntry beam and faithless sky ! 
Gems of the withered bank and shade less grove ! 
Y Ye are where he who mourns you soon must lie ; 
v^JL Beneath the shroud ye slumber, tranquilly ; 
But not for ever. Yet a sudden hour 
Shall thaw the spotless mantle of your sleep. 
And bid it, melted into thunder, pour 
X From mountain, waste, and fell, with foamy 
f sweep, 



\ 







^ 






Wbelming ilie flooded plain in rum deep. 
Yes, Ijcile eilem minsirels of iha wild, 
Yuui ToicelesBBong Bball touch I be heart Hgiint 
And sIibN no moruing dawn on Sorrow'achild ) 

Beneadi the sod, iroiii which yuat beauteous 
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Shall yei ariao in music, fell, not heard 1 
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Ko! faith, Hope, Love, Fear, Giadness, 


Frailly, all. 


Forbid that man should perish. Like the bird 


Thai soaro and sings in Nature's restival, 


V 


Our souls shall rise—and fear no second fail— 


Our odoraiion strike a lyre divine : 
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Now, through the clearijigalorm.lhesunbestin 
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And, lo ! Ihe'sutlering flakes are winnon'd Gt« 1 
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' and thinner fall 
d fella the i 
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And heav'n, thai sioop'tl to earth, ia tifled 

higher. 
How Nalnre dailies in her bridal vest ! 
Like air-blown tire an iire is hghl on snow. 

His BLgblless eye. balls feel a sapphire glow. 
That speaks of hues and forms dead long ago — 
The bright, the wild, the boauiirul, the grand ! 
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A world anknown, an undiscovet'd land ! 
Confus'd, ainaz*d, perturb'd, he walks abroad, 
Yet inly pleas'd, towards Alice Green's abode. 
But, too erect on slippery paths to roam. 
With forward hand, in vain bis way he feels. 
When snows are deep, the blind should stay at 

home. 
At length, the path descends ; he staggers, reels. 
And from beneath him glide his treacherous 

heels. 
He lies, with ghastly terror in his face, 
Like one half-stunnM beneath the lightning's 

stroke. 
Rising, he slips ; he moves with timid pace. 
Almost repenting his intended joke ; 
Then clings, half prostrate, (o the hoary oak. 
And gasps, with eye-brows lifted in dismay. 



Ye who can gaze on beauty-breathing day, 

And drink intoxication with your eyes ! 

Compassionate the sightless on his way ; 

With gloomy trepidation sympathise, 

When faithless snows the icy way disguise ; 

With pity hear his faint and feeble call, 

With pity see his quivering lip and cheek ; 

His grasping hands that try to catch the wall ; 

His wild, wide eyes, that helpless trouble speak; 

His sliding feet ; his knees, bent, trembling 

weak ; 

His hatless locks, with frantic dread uprcars ! 

The beauteous girl, too, trembles, and, in tears, 
• 6 ' 
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Her sacred mysteries deepest awe inspire ; 

SubKme as Laud, inerrable as Bute ! 

Who doubts her skill deserves the stake and 

fire : 
Believe ! Obey ! — *tis treason to enquire. 
And was she not a beauty in her youth f « 
Still she hath eyes — one red and blind, one 

green ; 
And in her upper jaw is yet a tooth. 
Which, when she laughs or yawns, may well 

be seen, 
With two below, and bluish stumps between. 
Ah, faded one ! not 'reft of every charm; 
Was she not formed in Nature's finest mould? 
The loveliest maiden, once, that cot or farm 
Sent forth to shake the dew from cowslips cold 7 
The loveliest far of all, save Mary Gold I — 
Enoch salutes her with a hearty smack, 
And grasps her right hand in a living vice : 
The gentle dame smiles . meekly, and draws 

back ; 
But why should friends be formal and precise f 
She leads him through the yard ; and, in a trice, 
Behold him, in her dear last husband's chair ! 
Lo ! in the cheerful blaze his white locks gleam ! 
She sets before him her best hoarded fare. 
And pours the long-cork' d bottle's gladdening 

stream, 
Tapp'd from the birch tree, when the moon's 

wan beam 
SUver'd the broken cloud and budding grove. 
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He look'd like one who had grave things to say, 
And 'gan to tell that he had dreamM a dream ; 
And that he therefore came, her aid to pray, 
Despite the drifted snow and slippery way. 
Then Alice sought, with thin and palsied hand, 
And slowly from her pouch, at last drew forth 
Her spectacles, the wonder of the land. 
Though purchased of a native Jew from Perth f 
Once her third husband's, that best man on 

earth ! 
To mend her insight into things to come. 
She set them on her snuffy nose astride ; 
But first she wip'd them with her learned 

thumb ; 
Then, to a drawer a crooked key applied, 
And drew there out her book of art and pride. 
She spread it, open, on her quaking knee, 
With expectation in her upward look, 
Gazing on Enoch, or impatiently 
Turning the pages of the wond'rous book. 
But — though despotic Alice ill could brook 
Suspense, and long'd to speak her words of 

doom — 
He still delay' d. Slyly he praisM the rose, 
(By him unseen,) which still, he said, in pride 
Bloom'd on her cheek — he errM, 'twas on her 

nose. 
Why might we not make up a match 7" he 

cried : 
She frown'd, she fufTd, like eggs with bacon 

fried : 
*' She wonder'd that a man like Enoch Wray 
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Should talk such stuff— -it ill became his yean ; 
And yet she had been pretty in her day ; 
Nor is she quite so old as she appears ; 
But, foh ! she blushes at the tradh she hears.'* 
Then, oft she drank his health, while Enoch 

smokM ; 
And soon her tongue — that deafen'd Albert's 

mill, 
When Richard, fifth and -last, her rage pro- 

vok'd— 
SeemM able, in the cause of her sweet will, 
To talk into their graves five husbands still. 
'* I dreamM a dream," quoth he — but Alice 

Green 
Is not Qow in the vein for hearing dreams ; 
And she long used to sovereignty hath been : 
But she dilates the moi^ on other themes. 
" Her house," she boasts, *' is richer than it 

seems. 
She has two clocks ; her sheets are thirteen 

pair; 
Her blankets twelve ; and as for satin gowns, 
She could lend six, and still have seven to 

spare ! 
Cotton is only fit for wives of clowns ; 
But she looks well in silks, even envy owns. 
She once was cheated — when she bought hei 

busts ; « 

Her name is buy and pay ; and not a straw 
Cares she for draper GInssop, though he trusts. 
As Mistress Strut well knows. When Swin- 
dler Mawe, 
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Ruin'd by women, racing, and the law. 
Sold dish and spooon, she bought her feather bed 
And her green sofa ; but she quite forgot 
Her sweet down pillows, and her curtains red. 
She has a still too — Mistress Strut has not : 
No doiibt, they shall contrive to boil the pot ; 
But much would still have more. Your darn d 

left sleeve 
Seems heavy, Knoch. Cash is everything. 
You m«8t have money — plenty, 1 believe ; 
And money, Enoch, makes the slave a king. * 
B-ut how much have you 7 Have you bought 

the ring ? 
What mortal poet, eager to recite, 
Could interruption vile as this abide ? 
The village Dante lost his temper quite : 
But still she talked ; and he, still baffled, tried, 
Between her endless words, a word to slide. 
In vain he hinted that her pipe was out : 
The paper, which she twisted, and illum'd. 
To re-ignite the tube, availed him nought ; 
She talk'd. and held it burning, till, consum'd 
And thrown upon the floor, it smok'd andfum'd. 
And still she praised one Alice Green — then took 
Her plenteous pinch of true rappee — then fuflTd 
At Mistress Strut ; and still, wiih heartier snook, 
While learnedly her ancient wares she pufTd, 
Up her hot nose the burning dust was snufiTd. 
And, lo ! their eager hands, uplifted, meet ! 
Both talk at once : but Alice perseveres; 
And vanquish'd Enoch, an^ry, quits his seat. 
Then Alice reddens ; and in doubt appears 
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Whether to shake his hand or pull his ears. 
Humbled and vex'd, his vision unrehears'd. 
Without good b'ye, poor Enoch homeward 

goes, 
And hears her laugh af rage behind him burst ; 
That laugh, which sounded like a peal of woes 
To five bold husbands — let them now repose !— 
But could the widow, too intent to wed. 
Neglect to hear, on that unlucky morn. 
Harmonious numbers destin'd to be read, 
Perchance, in print, by critics yet onborn ? 
And did she laugh the glorious bard to scorQ f 
*' Fool !*' she exclaim'd — " I can expound this 

dream. 
Whether I hear the dream itself or no ; 
His brain will yet with rhyme and nonsenM 

teem; 
His gold to cancel Albert's debts will go. 
Unless I wed him — for a year, or so." 
And would' 8t thou, Alice, change thj nai 
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CONTENTS. 



Enoch Wn,j*§ dream. 



I. 
GofTB! are ye gone? Bright dreams df youth, 

adieu ! 
Old, blind, and poor, I dream of dreadful things. 
Methought I saw man, renown'd and true. 
Rise from the grave, upborne on sable wings, 
Bradshaw his name, abhorr'd by slaves and 

kings. 
His hue was Death's, his majesty his own. 
There was a thoughtful eairaness in his air : 
Decision, like a ready sword undrawn, 
ReposM, but slept not, on his forehead bare ; 
But Caution, too, and deep research were there. 
At first, his lip curlM fiercely, as he went 
O'er fields, o*er towns, o'er souls, in baseness 

bow'd; 
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But, meeken'd soon, his awful visage blent 
Sad beauty with his sternness, like the cloud 
Whose tears arc lightnings. "What!** he 

cried aloud, 
*' Is tyranny immortal ? Oh, if here 
Freedom yet linger, in what hated shedi 
Where proud endurance scorns to drop a tear, 
And wo-nurs'd virtues eat their hard-earn'd 

bread, 
Nerves she the heart and hand that despot's 

dread ? 
Hide not thy head in clouds, thou Rock, that 

saw'st 
The Pyms and Hampdens ! these, our sonSf 

can feel 
The pang of shame, though, dwarfM in soul, 

they boast 
Nor manly thoughts, nor hearts, nor hands of 

steel. 
Like those that battled for the common weal. 
Say, Rock, is that a Briton ? that mean thing, 
Who dares not lift his eyes above the feet 
Of pauper Satraps,' or the village king 
Whom they depute to torture and to cheat f 
Slave — free to toil, that idle wolves may eat ! 
What is a Briton ? One who runs away. 
To barter souls for uniax'd wine abroad. 
And curse his brutes, who sweat at home, and 

bray. 
Art thou a Briton, Ass, that lov'st the goad, 
And bray'st in honour of thy glorious load f — 
Say, palac'd pauper, drunk with misery's tears. 
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Did Russel, Fairfax, spring from gods like thee? 
Or, scourge for poverty ! is this Algiers ? 
Dog of the bread>tax-eating Absentee ! 
Our children feed thy lord — why growl at me ? 
Where are thy paper wings of yesterday, 
Thou bankrupt gambler for the landed knave ?— • 
Audacious poacher, scorn'st thou parish pay ? 
Kill'st thou God's hares to shun a beggar's 

grave ? 
What ! is it belter to be thief than slave ? — 
Wretch, that didst kill ihy sire, to sell him dead! 
Art thou a Briton ! Thou hast Strafford's brow, 
Poor, corn-bill'd weaver, singing hymns for 

bread ! 
Could Hampden breathe where crawl such 

worms as thou ? 
Spirit of Pym! lo, these are Britons now ! 
Charles Stuart! are they worthy to be thine? 
Thou smil'si in scorn, in triumph, and in pride. 
And thou, ai Marston taught by right divine, 
Thou recreant patron of vain regicide ! 
Laugh'st thou ai blasted hopes, whose vaunt- 

ings Hed ? 
Beast, featured -like the angels! canst thou view 
This dome, out«tretcii'd by God's geometry. 
And doubt that Man may be sublime and true? 
Or, while the boy smiles upward frori^ thy knee. 
Believe that slaves of slaves shall not be free?— • 
How like meek Laud yon Cadi-Dervise scowls? 
A patent parson, made to please the squire I 
Priest, Judge, and Jury, for the cure of souls! 
Virtues like his no still small voice require ; 
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Nd sehoal is buili, wittaoui hii fulaame prBjer, 
Which fulsome prinu, wiib fulsome praise, ro 


No B-ralch'i. iried for w.n(, bul ho is ihoro 
In Bolisnin seuioii, aouresl on the board. 
Where, like St. Teler, he denies hia lord. 
0, Cbiii tiid CunniiiE ! niBrIt ihe contrBsl well 
The poor, damn'd here, are Ihnnkfiil, ihoug 

(bey pine; 
Through foul and fsir, ihe, Ump iow»rd« he.y' 


While he, (enug marl 
Seuke Abruhim'B ho 
Kingofbadaleandha 
Then whip?, nrjaila, 
Griinla Lickgrub'a Ul 
Or finea poor Strap 


r,) vihea tlis day is Eno, 

eri'heBhoois'andhuDiB 
heWOlh.ltannOlpay; 

enee, and refuses Gruni'a 
who ahav'd on Sabbai 



And, like Sainl Barebonee, be deleata a play. 
Thrice-toysl Jefiurieal greei wilh shoui and 

The heir of all the Noodles of past years, 

Lord Raberl Shallow! ready, tough, and wrong, 

He sheslhs a world of wiadum in his cam, 

Yel: aeems no wiich. and is whal he sppears. 

A sleepy walcher. he must ieel 10 see. 

And, born to leach, may yel be taught lo read; 

Bound by an accident, he hates ihe tree ; 

And. deaf and blind when Truili and JualiM 

lilead. 
Led by n shsdow, aeema to take ihe lead- 
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How like a snake, all frozen but the fangs, 
His coldness threatens and his silence chills ! 
How like a poisonous icicle he hangs 
0''er human hopes, and on the soul distils 
All mean, malignant, and infectious ills ! 
The freezing cloud descends in snow or hail ; 
The hill-born deluge floods the reedy fen ; 
And shall net lords teach slaves, and Heav*n 

turn pale, 
And the grave shudder, at this crowded den 
Of wolves and worms? O Nature, are they roent 
O Time, is tiiis the islanii of the just 
And the immortal, in her virtues strong? 
The land of Shakspeare ? Worthy of our dust, 
Because she guards the right, and loathes the 

wrong — 
The land offreton's bones, and Milton's song f 
Rise, Bard of our Republic ! — wherefore rise, 
Like Samuel to the troubled King of old! 
Could'st thou flash living fire in Britons' eyes. 
Would pigmy souls be minds of gaint mould ? 
Oh, what could wake these worse than dead and 

cold? 
But thou, O Rock ! that watchest freemen's 

graves ! 
Well mays't thou veil thy lofty brow in shade, 
Scorning to look on boroughmongering knaves, 
And game-law'd, corn-law'd, war-worn, parish- 
paid, 
Rag-monied, crawling wretches, reptile-flay'd ! 
What nameless curse comes next ? Degraded 
Rome ! 
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How like a Caesar of thy days of shame, 
He lolls behind his steeds that ramp and foam, 
Through crowds of slaves, with long submis- 
sion tame, 
Hacks, not worth harness, void of tail and 

mane ! 
All praise to him, to whom all praise is due! 
To him whose zeal is fire, whose rancour raves; 
Sworn anti-catholic, and tried true-blue ; 
Champion of game-laws, and the trade in slaves; 
Mouth of the bread-tax ; purchased tongue of 

knaves ; 
All praise to him ! — a menial yesterday, 
And now a kingling, served by hate and fear; 
The upstart buyer of yon ruins gray, 
That mock his tax-built pandemonium near! 
Clerk! Thief! Contractor! Boroughmonger ! 

Peer ! 
His mercy would be cruelty in hell; 
His actions say to God, "Submit to me !" 
Dey of Starvation, dark and terrible ! 
Men's purses may submit to thy decree. 
But why should conscience have no god but 

thee. 
Thou charioted blasphemer ? Hence, away, 
To Spain, or Naples, with thy loathsome scowl ! 
Why stay'st thou here, to fuddle tax'd tokay f 
Go, be the Inquisition's holiest goul. 
And gorge with blood thy sulky paunch of soul, 
But ye — poor Erin's cheerful exiles, born, 
To till the flint in unrepining pain ! 
Why bow ye to your foe, Hibemia's scorn ? 
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This almoner, whom treadmills might disdain f 
This pauper, worthier of the whip and chain ? 
Fools ! let accusing scorn, in each calm eye, 
Inform the tax- ted harpy and his hordes 
That wrongs have brought fonh thoughts which 

cannot die ; 
And that your wives have brought forth sons 

whose words 
^all sting like serpents' teeth, and bite like 

swords. 
For what? Sad neighbour of the western star! 
Land of the daring deed and splendid song ! 
For thee — whom worse than fiends, with worse 

than war 
Aping base Cromwell, and his tyrant throng. 
Torment for gold. Poor land of deathless wrong! 
Scaih'd Eden of the vainly roaring deep ! 
Are these thy gods ? — the lowest of the low ! 
Are these the wolves, who make thy millions 

weep? 
These lords of dungeons, partridge eggs, and wo, 
That think the lightning's ruinous wing too slow? 
But — Isle of Tears ! Hispania of the sea ! 
Mourner of ages, helpless in thy paiii ! 
Still untransform'd, blood-weeping Niobe ! 
Mute, hopeless suJBTerer of the son- loved main— 
Whom e'en thy own Fitzwilliam cheer'd in vain 
The dawn delay'd is nigh, the dismal morn. 
The day of grief, without remorse and shame, 
When of thy very famine shall be born 
A fiend, whose breath shall wither hope, likit 

flame ; 
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Lean Retribution is his horrid name. 
Behold his bare and sinew'd haggardness ! 
Behold his hide-bound arm, his fleshless thigh! 
'Tis he ! the fearless and the merciless ! 
I see his cheek of bone, his Hfeless eye, 
His frown — which speaks, and there is no reply! 
I hear his mutter'd scorn, his taunting strain : 
'Oppressor ! hath thy bondage set us free f 
Is all ihy long injustice worse than vain ? 
Art thou, too, fall'n, scourg'd, trampled, weak 

as we ? 
What ! hath our destitution beggar'd thee 
And can'st thou tell why plunder'd states are 

poor ?' 

II. 
The wilcl words ceas'd, and o'er the blasted 

moor 
Slow fled the form of that fierce regicide ; 
While shriek' d beneath my feet the granite floor, 
From stream to headlong stream. But, eager- 
eyed, 
I gaz'd on stately shadows at my side ; 
For buried kings, whose will, erewhile, waslaw^ 
Around me, like the ghost of Hamlet, kept 
Their state majestic, armM ! And when I saw 
Their cruel faces balh'd in tears I wept. 
But o'er my heart a deadlier chillness crept : 
My white locks, every hair fear-stricken, stirrM ; 
My limbs, all shaken, trembled every bone ; 
My pulse stood still ! and in my soul I heard 
The torrent, tumbling o'er the cold, gray stone. 
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Propliccyl — while ihe thadowy mountains lone, 
That saw tho Koinuii eagle's wearied wing — 
^Spake to tlie s:iepce oi ttie dead ol'oid ; 
'King ut the poor! thou wasi, indeed, a king. 
But courbt tliou sorrowing: f'ro.ji the charnel 

cold i 
Henry Plaiitngenet, the unioniroird ! 
Why ? Did liiy gracious servanis bid thee reign 
O'er brcad-tax'd vermin, and transform thv 

name 
liitoa synonyine and type of pam, 
Wntien u'er ianii»h'd realms in teari» and flanief 
Knii; of the P«,M»ple ! royal \s thy fame; 
Thou need'si liot blufh.' — First Edward ! thou 

here, too ? 
King olihc Kmgdom, hail ! but on thy brov 
Wliy throws th«' snddeninp: cloud ? Is Pcterlou 
A nobler word than Falkirk ? or wast thou 
'I'he nominee o( kinglings, such as now 
Orctain what shall be best lor states and thrones? 
Did men like them, when thou wast lov'd and 

fear'd, 
Glut death with blood, and co\cr earth whh 

bones ? 
' Third Kdward ! wecpcst thou ? O prince re-. 

veied I 
Lord ol the lance, to chivi:Iry endear'd! 
Still dost thou mourn the fall'n, tiie unrestor'd f 
And was Nap()Ieon, with his burni:.g brain 
Chain'dto the sunbeam, less to be deplorM 
On his hard rock, amid the groaning main, 
Than captive John, with princes in his tram, 
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Served by mute kings and pensive victory ? 
But thou art not that Edward wlio gave laws 
To woltidh anarchists. Thou less than he 
Who tain'd tiie feudal beast, and pared his 

claws, 
And tore the venomous fangs from rabid jaws, 
And by and for the nation reign' d a king ! 
Dost thou, too, weep thy country's failing weal? 
O doubt not that futurity wil^ bring 
For her a purchaser ! The North hath steel, 
The south hath gratitude ; and slaves can feel — 
What can they feel? the rankling of their 

chain.' 

111. 
Our souls are lyres, that strangely can retain 
The tones that trembled on their stricken chords; 
And these, impress'd upon tny heart, remain : 
But the sad monarchs, leaning on their swords, 
Vanish'd in darkness, with the closing words, 
Like voiceless mists o'er ocean's sleepy waves. 



C 



What saw I next ? A temple pav'd with graves! 

Lo! on the floor a giant corpse lay bare ! 

And thousand, thousand, thousand, thousand 

slaves. 
All dead and ghastly, knecl'd ibr ever there, 
Statues of baseness worshipping despair ! 
From many a battle-field and many a sea. 
Cast forth by outrag'd earth and loathing tide. 
They made a winter for eternity, 
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And seeiird like suppiiaiu denionasiJo by side, 
For in liieir looks uiuir cii ned w<.-rc pctriticd. 
Bound by a np' ii. wliicli ne*er, rneihought, 

wouid l»r«. ik ; 
Amid the dcuJ I Mioud, (he hviiig one ! 
And, iu I (lie tL-tir.s were Iruz'n on every cheek ! 
Ah, ne'er in eolcudo teh 1 t^o luue, 
Ab in tliai ciowd, who^c leurs were turn'd to 

s!unu I 
The Titan corp.-^i", mibliino in stillness lay, 
With niurble looks, like power and pride asleep; 
O God ! its dread Iu I silence could dismay 
More than the shriek of shipwreck o'er the 

deep ! 
And every Iilelcs^ ibrtn did sfcin to worp, 
Gazing in tranced horror and remorse, 
On the sad teatures ul'thc mighty dead, 
While, on tiie iorehead of that gaint corpse, 
In letters of eternal tire, I read 
This sentence : "I am he lor whonj ye bled, 
Undying DeathI — feast, Dogs, but lap no blood." 

V. 

Then, lo ! what, distant, stemM the ocean's 

flood , 
Smote on my h'art with clamour fierce and foul. 
Wave shouldering wave, ihi-^^ shook nic where 

I stood. 
No winds urg'd on the billowy, living roll, 
But whirlwind dwelt \vi:hin it, like a soul, 
lleaving the foamy, roaring surges high. 
When all beside was voiceless, breaihlcsfl feari 
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And, lo ! tlij foam was human agony, 

Alive with curses, horiiblo to iiear! 

The waves were men ! — a deluge wide and 

drear ! 

And whilo, all raving, all at once they came, 
Ueap'd on each other, to devour the shore, 
'I'he flash ol' eyes made heaven's red vengeance 

t»me ! 
The thunder dar'd not whisper to the roar ; 
When, with their multitudinous hands, they tore 
The rocks, that scem'd to live in bestial forms. 
Lo ! frozen there, the tiger's terror glar'd ; 
Stiffen'd the startled folds of fanged worms; 
Wolves grinn'd, Hke nightmare ; glassy caymea 

starM; 
And the boar's tusk, his powerless tusk, wai 

bar'd 
In fear — a tyrant's fear ! High over head, 
The despot eagle ceas'd his prey to tear ; 
His mighty pinions not for battle spread. 
But strutch'd to fly, and palsied by despair. 
Oh, what a hell of silent pangs was there, 
When like an angel sweeping worlds away, 
Did that resistless sea of souls assail 
And crush his foes to dust, in dreadful play, 
Rendmg the monsters and their granite mail : 
Then all was huph'd ! a sea without a sail ! 
And, black with death, a strand of gory mud! 

VI. 

The vision chang'd ; and, lo ! methought I stood 
Where sinners swelter in the penal glare 
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Of everlasting noon ! A fiery flood, 
As of steel molten, on their nerves all bare, 
Rush'd from the brazi-n sky; niid scorching air 
Burn'd upward from rod rocks of solid fire. 
There I beheld a statesman, evil-fam'd, 
With unremittinj^ and intense desire 
To quench immitigable thirst intiamM ; 
Stretch'd, moaning, on the cinderous marl; and 

nam'd, 
In scorn and rai;o, by spectres pitiless, 
Who bade him, smhing their clenched hands, 

restore 
Their homes, their innocence, their happiness ; 
And, in dire mockery, to his hot lips boro 
Rags, steep'din black, thick, sHppery, burning 

gore. 
But when he doz'd, worn out with pain, he 

drenmM 
Of fire, and talk'd of fire that ever burn'd ; 
And throuiih his frame, in all his vitals gleam*d 
Fire ; and his heart and brain, to cinder tum'd, 
Still crack'd and blaz'd, while, tossing, low he 

mourn* d, 
And from his eyes droppM tears of sable flame. 
For now no longer in his fraud iul brain 
Schoon'd dreams of crime-bought good unting'd 

with shame, 
False as the mists that loom along the main 
With shows of golden Ophir, souj?ht in vain 
Where fiends of shipwreck watch their prey, and 

smile. 
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VII. 

Yet soem'd he not the vilest of the vile. 
An apparition cold of life in stone, 
Or life in ice, drew nigh, with lips of bile; 
A visage to the awed spectators known, 
That turn'd to frigid rancour, like his own, 
Their fiery hatred. Frozen where they stood, 
Chained by his smiio pctriiic, and his eye 
Whose serpent keenness saddened while it 

blaz'd— 
"Make way I" they yell'd, the fatal fool draws 

nigli; 
The dog of kings, their wliip for poverty. 
Seeks here the luxury of infernal tears." 
Then shriek'd the prostrate wretch, as black he 

rose — 
** Even here Democracy his standard rears ! 
Save me, my Brother, from unutter'd woes. 
Worse even than Paine deserv'd or Ireland 

knows !" 
"Thee? Aspect mean !" rcply'd the new- 

arriv'd, 
** Thee ! And am 7 thy brother ? Lo, on thee 
I look with scorn — Driv'ler I whose fears con- 
trived 
To thrall arm'd kings, whom I was born to free. 
And dost thou claim fraternity with me t 
I blew not up a spark into a flame 
That set the earth on fire : I drove no trade 
In petty retail havoc : No ! I came, 
I saw, I conquer' d ; and a world dismay'd 
Found safety in my daring, that array'd 
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Slaves, who in froedonrs fight like freemen 

fought, 
And still are slaves. '* Then, turnini^ to the 

crowd 
Of ailent spectres — who regarded nought 
But him, such awe controU'd them — he, with 

proud 
Scorn, road their abject fear, and cried aloud — 
•'Hence, vile Plebeians! know your lord.'* 

And well 
The abject ghosts obeyed ; for, while he spoke, 
He rais'd his hand to strike ; but, ere it fell. 
Approaching sounds, that in the distance broke 
Murmuring, arrested the descending stroke. 
As, when black midni){ht melts from sky to 

sky, 
And shriek the lightnings at the wrath of heav*n. 
Air becomes fire, and, like a sea on high, 
Wide whirlwind rolls his deluge, scar*d and 

riv*n. 
While, with clos'd eyes, guilt pfays to be for- 
given, 
So, sight shrank, conquer*d, from his visage 

frore. 
That mock'd insulted fire with icy glare, 
While seoniM the torrid clime to bum the more 
As if incens'd, and sounds sweird on the air 
Which told of foes that knew not how to spare. 
Soon, spectre skeletons, like wolves in chase, 
Came'tiowling on. As outstretch'd greyhounds 

finer, 
Some with riv*n rib?, and one with half a face, 
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They came, all hungry, and their clattering feet 
Stamped on the soil of adanianiinc heat. 
Then spranfr they on him, and his muscles rent 
With cranciiirig icclh ; inid still their hate in* 

creas'd 
As fast it led, and joyful sounds lurth sent ; 
Yet from the rnptiirous banquet oft they ceas'd 
Exclaiming, in the pauses of the feast, 
** Ice-heurted Dog ! — when fell the crimson dew 
At Wexford, there wo died ! — In dungeons we ! 
We of slow famine ! — We at Peterloo ! 
Wc, by the mercy of the scourge set free !" 
Unvanquish'd by relentless tenure, he, 
While crisp'd in fire his cold Hush, scorch'd and 

torn. 
Forgot not, though he wept, the bearing high 
And proud demeanour of a tyrant born, 
But cried, uplooking to the hopeless sky — 
*' Thou, who inhabitest eternity ! 
Here, too, thy frown is felt, thy mercy just." 
But when those skinless dogs of hell had par*d 
The bones of tht^ir oppressor, and, with gust 
Infernal, crunch'd his vitnls. till the bared, 
Cold, burning heart, with pulses nnimpair'd, 
Shone in its grated chamber, like a light 
'J'hat saddens some snaked cavern's solitude ; 
Then, pangs of deathless hunger in their might, 
Wrung savage bowlings from bis soul-snbdu'd ; 
And, thenceforth and for ever, he pursu'd, 
Heading that dismal pack, the sentenced dead, 
For food, for food ! hunter of souls I with yell 
[mmorial, bounding on his fiends, while fled 
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Their prey, far shrieking throagh unbounded 

hell. 
In ravenous ardour, sateless, horrible, 
He chanrip'd to'j«Mlier still his stony jaws. 
O could the livint; heirs of tear and hate 
Sec the lost tranipler on eternal laws, 
Taught by his voice of mourning, ere too late, 
How would they shun his crimes to shun his fate. 
And, e'en for mean self-love, bclcss than fiends! 
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Corn bought with souls, while soulless Avarice 

builds 
His palace, rafterM with iniquity ! 

II. 

Storm-smitten rock ! and thou, time-wrinkled 

tree! 
Where is the sun-lov'd cottage that of old 
Ye screen* d from envious winds ? And where 

is he 
Who dwelt in that lone cottage of the wold ? 
Far from the mountain bee he slumbers cold. 
Thou, Enoch Wray, shalt hear the son no more 
Who kill'd the harmless hare that ate his kale : 
Atrocious crime ! for which he sternly bore 
Slow pain and wastmg fever, in a jail. 
He perish'd there. Then died his widow pale, 
Who sleeps unsepulchred, and yet sleeps well. 
But silly Jane, their child, still wanders here, 
Seeking her mother on the stormy fell. 
While freezes as it flows the scalding tear, 
She lifts her left hand to her heart in fear, 
And waves a fan of bracken in the right, 
Forbidding evil sprites to melt the snow 
That veils the fields once till'd by Ezra White. 
Hark ! how she grinds her teeth, and mutters 

low, 
With black lips quivering — '* God, let nothing 

grow !" 
For Ezra White unroofed their humble home, 
And thrust them forth, and mock*d the mo- 
ther's wo, 
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Bidding her, with her brat, a beggar roam, v 

Or hire a hearih o( him who feeds the crow, ^ 

Or to the Workhouse, hope-abandon'd, go. 
'• I to the Workhouse ? — 1 ?" the widow cried, 
And from her shoulders ript the kerchief thin, 
IXsplaying to the tyrant, eider-eyed, 
A breast that might have tempted saints to sin, ^ 
While all th' impassion'd woman raged within— ^ 
*'I to the Workhouse?** and her forehead 

burn'd. 
And 8weii*d the tortnr'd heart that would not ti 

break ; 
And her neck thicken*d, and her visa^re turn'd 
Black, and she gasp'd, long impotent to speak: 
'• I ! — to the Workhouse ? Rather will I seek 
The welcome grave. But hope not thou to . 

thrive ! V 

Though, feeding on old crimes, and plotting new. 
Thou yet may'st crawl, the meanest thing alive ; 
Here and hereafter thou shalt have thy due, 
And this vile deed with snakes shall whip thee. 

Jew! 
Am 1 thy tenant ? — did / bid thee pay 
The Squire my rent? — and are three pounds 

eleven ? * 

Thou tyrant ! — yet shall come thine evil day ; ^ 
Yet shalt thou find there is a God in heav'n, 7 

Although thy two fat farms have swalk)w*d 

seven. V ^ 

God ! see this glutton ! how he crams and \ 

grasps, li 

Like death, for more — a beast of pray*r and prey / 
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Would all their maws were stuflf'd with stings 

of wasps I 
When shall I see thera, on the bare highway 
Toil, like their betters, for a groat a-iiay ? 
God ! let him sow in vain ! let nothing grow ! 
Be straw his harvest, grainless chafThis food. 
To-morrow ho will marry wealth and wo; 
(Ah, Lucy Hargrove is for him too good !) 
But may a mother's curse be on his blood ! 
May he die childless!" And she turn'd, and 

bent, 
In passionate fondness, o'er her idiot child, 
Weeping ; then took her hai^d in haste, and 

went, 
She car'd not whither, uttering curses wild ; 
But paus'd, and groan'd, while Jano look'd up 

and smil'd, 
When Ezrajs parting sneer shot through her 

brain. 

III. 
Morn rose, all splendid, o'er the frosty plain, 
And Lucy Hargrove married Ezra White. 
But Ezra strove to cheer his bride in vain ; 
Long stay'd the day, and linger'd long the night ; 
For Hannah's curse was on them like a blight. 
The homeless widow seem'd to haunt their bed — 
The idiot child to thunder at the door. 
*' They fire the stacks," he growl'd; " I hear 

their tread." 
*' O give them back their cottage on the moor; 
How canst thou prosper if thou rob the poor ?" 
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Cold luy the moonbeam on the glittering rock, 
When Ezra gruffly left his troubled bride ; 
His early steps alarm'd the wondering cock ; 
And ilio i'oz saw him on the dim hill side, 
Plodding through mohen snow, with cautious 

stride 
And horrid instinct, hither. But, behold! 
Here laboured Hannah Wray, and silly Jane, 
Fearlo&s of l)linding sleet, and blue with cold, 
Busily roofing their sad cot again. 
Flash'd Ezra's eyes, and rage fired every vein, 
As when men wound a tiger. On he sprung, 
And grasp'd the struggling widow by the throat, 
Till wiiite her eyes upturn'd, and forth her 

tongue 
Protruded through retracting lips that caught 
Sad hues from coming death, while anguish 

wrou£;ht 
Terrific chauj^es on her pensive check. 
But Jnne took up a stone, and smote his brow. 
He lell, but hold his prey ; with strangled 

shriek, 
He tried to heave his bulk, relaxing slow 
His murderous gripe, and backward sank ; 

then low 
l")ropp'd his large chin, nnd grim he gap'd in 

death ! 
But long lay (JanTinh senseless — happy she. 
If, senseless, she had yifide;! up her breath. 
But her eyes clos'd, then opon'd — what to see? 
She gaz'd on Ezra's corpse, in u^iony ; 
Then on her daughter ; and then gusii'd her tears. 
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The horrid future on her spirft gleamM ; 

She trembled with unutterable fears ; 

And, while the wan dawn o'er the mountains 

beam'd, 
She claspM her daughter to her breast and 

scream'd — 
*' No, I can die ! they shall not hang my child !" 
Then came the hue and cry ; the parting wild 
Of sunderM l)Osoins, ne'er again to meet ; 
The dungeon' d weeks ; and hope, that never 

sniil'd. 
Yet once, in slumber, came a vision sweet. 
Which bore her spirit to the dear retreat 
Where siill, she thought, her husband dwelt, 

and Jane 
Still press'd the nipple, pillow'd on her breast; 
The grave had lost its prey 'y the past its pain; 
The deal had never died ! Bui thoughts so 

bless' d 
Could not endure. A darker dream oppress'd 
The dosing captive. Not to see her die. 
But dead, she thought, her child arriv'd, at last ; 
She saw herself a corpse ; saw Jano draw nigh 
Shriekmg, to gaze upon that corpse, aghast ; 
And, shrieking, wak'd, with temples throbbinfr 

fast ! 
Then came the trial brief; the evidence 
So clear, so false, so fatal ; the sad eyes, 
All gazing on convicted mnocencc, 
But not in pity ! her convulsive sighs, 
^ Her sudden tears; the dread solemnities 
Of sentence on the wrong'd and guiltless !•— Oh 
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Was there no pleader, by the laws allow'd, 
To aid the suflerer in her hour of wo ? 
No— not a voice in all that awe-struck crowd 
Was rais'd for her whom late had stunn'd and 

bow*d; 
For her, who then must plead, or ne'er again. 
Dreadful, O Death, are all thy paths of pain ! 
And many a wretcli hath felt, but who shall tell 
What pangs unnam'd the convict must sustain, 
Ere frailty, pale as snow, bids hope farewell, 
And, for the living, tolls the passing bell? 
Still, in her desolation, nightly she 
Drcam'd that the Lord bad heard her earnest 

prayer ; 
Her child, she thought, poor Jane, was come to 

see 
Her mother die, and beg a lock of hair. 
Which she might kiss in tears and ever wear. 
Dark roli'd tlie hours by cruel mercy given, 
The waking hours of certainty and doom; 
And, m her cell, she cried to earth and heav'n, 
*• let my child sleep with me in the tomb !'* 
Tomb ! I shall have none !" And the echoing 

gloom 
MutterM, even when she slept, her heavy sigh. 

IV. 

As if no heart had ever ach'd, no eye 
Shed bitter tears, another morn arose, 
All light and smiles ; but, with the brightening 

sky, 
Hannah awoke iiom dicams o\ death, to close 
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Her eyes in dreamless and profound repose. 
But Jane came not ! poor Jane was far away ; 
She, though oft told, knew not her mother's 

doom ; 
Bat much she wonderM at her lengthen'd stay, 
With saddening thoughts, and cheek that lost 

iia bloom. 
Hark ! the bell tolls ! and yet Jane is not cornel 
" But she, who murderM pious Ezra White, 
And trampled on his brains," (so rumour lies,) 
Ere minutes pass, must wrestle with the might 
That none can vanquish. Lo! ten thousand 

eyes 
Arc gazing on the prison where she sighs ! 
The streets are pav'd, the house-tops pil'd with 

heads, 
The windows choakM with faces, anxious all 
To look on all that man most hates and dreads. 
Now the hush deepens near the fetterM wall; 
Now a dropp'd feather might be heard to fall ; 
Now, by the scaffold, hearts throb quick and 

• loud ; 
Now, in dire stillness, hark, faint murmurs 

rise ! 
And, lo t the murderess bends above the crowd, 
Bursting, with desperate strength, the cord 

that ties 
Her arms, and rolling on all sides her eyes t 
Chill'd, in a moment, chill'd is every heart. 
*• Where is my child ?" she sobs ; " My child T 

she shrieks ; 
^ O let me see my child, ere I depart !" 
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And long, for hrr who is not here, 3he seekfl ; 
Then, to the crowd, with hands uplifted, speaks: 
" Ye come to see a murderess ? I am none. 
A stainless conscience is my rock and tower. 
'Tis true my foe to his account is gone ; 
But not for all this world's vain pomp and power 
Would I have shorten *d his bad life an hour. 
I die his victim, and die reconcil'd. 
Kind hearts I ye melt — but which of ye wiU 

• bear 
A dying mother's keepsake to her child ? 
O for a kindred heart, my grief to share ; 
A kindred voice, to join my parting prayer!** 
Lo ! as she ended, on her bosom bent 
A bUnd old pilgrim, who had left the throng 
Weeping aloud, all pitied as he went ! 
She clasp'd him with a grasp convuls'd and 

strong — 
She kiss'd him fervently, and held him long. 
** God bless thee, Enoch, for this last good 

deed I" 
She sobb'w — and down her cheeks the tears 

gush'd free. 
*' But we must bear whatever is decreed. 
Nay, father of my Joe, be firm, like me : 
Hold up ! be firm, as innocence should be ! 
Guiltless I go to join ihy son in heaven. 
Jane, too, is guiltless, though she kill'd our foe, 
Who, when he died, had need to bc/orgiv'n.— 
Bear to my child this tress ; a montn ago 
*Twa8 raven black, and now 'tis while as snow. 
Yes, Enoch, I am guiltless. Let them pare 
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My bones, and make a mockery of my frame; 
They cannot stain my soul ! and I can bear 
What must be borne. Why, then, should my 

sad name, 
Whenever utter'd, flush thy check with shame f 
Poor Enoch ! where thy murder'd son lies low, 
I hop*d to weepi again ; but hope deceives ! 
O might I rest with him ! — no flower will blow 
0*er me, no redbreast cover n\Q with leaves ! 
This thought, despite my will, appall and 

grieves 
My conquering soul, ere it lako wing and soar. 
Should one or two remember me in love, 
Say I died guiltless. — Though wc meet no more 
On earth, an angel waits lor us above ; 
But thou shalt nurse awhile my orphan dove, 
Far from the parent bird — when I am free !'* 

V. 
And all is o'er — the shock, the agony 
The low-breathed moan of sympathetic wo. 
But silly Jane, still wandering gloomily, 
Wears on her breast the lessening lock of snow ; 
And still she mutters, " God ! let nothing grow: 
God ! may a mother's curse be on their blood !" 
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Will Lethbridge and the Workhouse hare their 

due? 
Wilt thou be Irish — Russian — French f or vie 
With Turkey and Algiers in liberty ? 
Will harpies toll the rags which ihey deride f 
Will purse-proud gods, ador'd with curses deep. 
Awe dandy cowardice and beggar pride f 
Will Famine's cellar'd fiends, too fierce to weep, 
Like buried murder, grimly seem to sleep? 
Will outrag'd Mercy's only Unforgiven, 
Be circumcis'd of heart, and soul'd with stone? 
Will Acres cease to curse the Sent of Heav'n t 
Or tax our bread, that he may beg his own, 
And be the wandering Jew of every zone ? 
Will Cantwell ride to heav'n on Satan's back ? 
Will root-fed wo thy soul-piough'd deserts till ? 
Will pauper mean Sir Bread-Tax, or Poor 

Jack ? 
Will plunder'd trade be capital and skill ? 
Will Glynn accept, when Rentless draws his 

bill? 
Win gamblers be thy merchants, chains thy 

wings? 
Will beggary be thy wealth, thy hope despair? 
Will every village have its leash of kings ? 

y Or will the barren tree begin to bear ? 

^L Will Nimrod's mortgagee be Nimrod's heir ? 

r? And labour shout, " Richard's himself again ?" 

II. 
Why is our father's look so full of pain ? 
What silent malady, what secret wo. 
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Weighs on his g)oomy heart and dizzy braint 
An evil which he seeks, yet dreads to know. 
Not yet assur'd, suspected long ago. 
Hath the dark angel of the night, that still 
Delights in human agony and tears, 
Appaird his slumbers with predicted ill, 
And confirmation of his worst of fears ? 
The cause I tell not, but th' effect appears 
In sudden alteration, such as oft 
Comes on the unailing aged, when they seem 
Strong as old eagles on the wing aloft. 
Swift was the change and ghastly, as the gleam 
Of baneful meteors on a midnight stream, 
Blighting the waters. His Herculean frame 
Stood, in the winds of March, erect and bold ; 
But when the cowslip — like a living flame 
Kindled in April — burn'd its incense cold, 
He seem'd the shadow of himself, and roll'd, 
With a strange keenness, his benighted eyes. 

in. 

Bright shines the ice o'er which the skaiter flies, 
Roofing the waters with transparent stone, 
Firm as the rock, when umber'd evening dies, 
But when the cloudy morn arises — gone. 
So perish human glories, every one. 
Oh, ne'er again, ye misty mountains dim ! 
When the frost parcheth on your sides the heath. 
Shall its shrill his.ie wliistJc welcome him 
Who once could sec iht> tempest toss beneath 
Your ?olomn brows, and to the vales bequeath 
The vollicd hail from clouds of every hue. 
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IV. 

The meanest thing to which we bid adieu, 
Loses its meanness) in the parting hour. 
When long-neglected worth seems bom anew, 
The heart that scorns earth's pageantry and 

power 
May melt in tears, or break, to quit a flower. 
Thus, Enoch — like a wretch prepar'd to fly, 
And doom'd to journey far, and come no more — 
Seeks old acquaintance with a boding sigh. 
Lo ! how he weeps for all he lov'd of yore, 
Telling to weeds and stones quaint stories o'er ! 
How heavily he chmbs the ancient stile. 
Whence, on the hill which he no more shall 

climb, 
Not with a brief, albeit a mournful smile, 
He seems to gaze in reverie sublime. 
Till heard afar, and saddening all the clime. 
Stow swings from yonder tower the passing bell ! 

V. 

There is a flower — ihe housewife knows it well— 
A flower, which long hath grac'd the warm 

hedge side 
Of Enoch's dying neij;hbour, Andrew Gell ; 
Whose spleeny sire he pummeli'd for his pride, 
Ere beauteous Mary Gold became a bride. 
It is the tlower which (pious rustics say) 
The virgin-mo. htr on her bosom wore. 
It hoards no dtw-drop, like liic cups of May, 
But, ric;i as sunset, when the rain is o'er, 
Spreads flamy petal from a burning ore ; 
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Which, if morn weep, their sorrowing beams 

upfold, 
To wake and brighten, when bright noon w 

near. 
And Enoch bends him o'er the marigofd ; 
He loves the plant, because its name is dear. 
But on the pale green stalks no flowers appear. 
Albeit the future disk is growing fast. 
He feels each'little bud with pleasing pain, 
And sighs in sweet communion with the past; 
But never to his lip, or burning brain. 
The flower's cold softness shall he press again. 
Murmuring his long-lost Mary's virgin name. 

VI. 
Deep in the vale, where, known to humble fame, 
Poor Enoch's rival in immortal verse, 
The Village Poet, lives — well skill'd to frame 
The beauteous slipper, and the sonnet terse, 
Wise to compose, and willing to rehearse ; 
A kind good man, who knows our father's worth. 
And owns his skill in everything but rhyme ; 
Sage, too, and meek, as any wight on earth, 
Save that he laughs at transitory time, 
And deems his own a deathless name sublime; — 
'J'here, by the brook, cowers a low edifice, 
With honeysuckled wall, and ivied roof, 
A warm sate nest, in which two mortal mice 
Might slumber through existence, far aloof 
From city folks, whose sickly looks give proof 
'i'hat, whatsoe'er is theirs, thou. Health, art 
not. 
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A dial, by our skillful father made, 
Instructs the inmates of that little cot; 
The masterpiece, which first his skill display'd, 
When aU to him their wondering homage paid. 
Lo ! on a visit, mournfully he wends. 
To feel the dial, his acquaintance old ; 
But, by the way, in pensive musing bends 
O'er ancient landmark, now half sunk in mould : 
Shake hands, sad friends, for times are chang'd 

and cold ! 
But, lo ! he enters at the garden gate ! 
Awhile in chat the rival poets stand : 
He feels the bench, where oft in youth he sate; 
The shed, which, long ago, he built and plann'd : 
And now the dial is beneath his hand. 
Ah, the slow shadow, measuring the swift hours, 
While his touch wanders o*er the figur*d plane, 
Baffles his patient finger's cunning powers ! 
But man, the shadow, mocks grey Time in vain ! 
Dusky, we pass away ; he laughs amain ; 
His sportive trade it is to mow us down ; 
He plays at death, and is industrious too ! 
Thou dark and sorrowing mortal, yet unraown, 
Weep but thy sun-clock, as of old, is true ! 
Oh, better weep than do as others do, 
Whose eyes discredit all save what they see ! 
But t?iou deny*st not beauty, colour ,'iig1it j 
Full well thou know'st, that, all unseen by thee, 
The Vernal Spirit, in the valleys bright, 
Is scattering diamonds over blossoms white. 
She, thouffh she deign to walk, hath wings of 

gold 
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And plumes all beauteous; while, in leafing 

bower, 
The chrysalis, that ne'er did wing behold, 
Though born to glide in air o'er fruit and flower, 
Disproves the plume, the beauty, and the power, 
And deems it quite impossible to fly. 

VII. 
Farewell ye mountains, neighbours of the sky ! 
Enbch will tread your silky moss no more, 
But here he breathes \our freshness. Art thou 

nigh. 
Gray moth of April ? On the reedy shore. 
For the last time he hears thee, circling o'er 
The starry flower. Broad poplar, soon in bloom, 
He listens to thy blossomy voice again. 
And feels that it is vernal! but the tomb 
Awaits him, and thy next year's flow'rs, in vain. 
Will hearken for his footsteps. Shady lane, 
Where Fearn, the bloody, fell his deadly arm ! 
Gate, which he climb'd, to cut his bow of yew 
From the dark tree of ages ! Upland farm. 
His uncle's once ! thou furzy bank, whose hue 
Is of the quenchless fire ! adieu, adie'u. 
For ever ! Thy soft answer to the breeze, 
Storm-strengthen'd sycamore ! is music yet 
To his tir'd spirit : here, thou King of Trees, 
His own hand did thine infant weakness set ; 
But thou shalt wenr thy palmy coronet 
Long, long, when he is clay. Lake of the Mill, 
That murmurest of the daya when vijrour strung 
His oary feet, farewell! He hears thee still, 
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And in his heart beholds thy banks, o'erhung 
By every tree thou knew'st when he was young ! 
Forge ! — built by liim, against the ash-crown'd 

rock, 
And now with ivy grown, a tussockM mound- 
Where oft himself, beneath the hammer's shock 
Drew forth the welded steel, bright, blue, and 

sound ! 
Vale of the stream-lov'd abbey, woodland 

bound ! 
Thou forest of the Druids ! O thou stone, 
That once wast worshipp'd ! — pillar of the past, 
On which he lean'd amid the waste alone ! 
Scorner of change ! thou listencst to the blast 
UnmovM as death ; but Enocli travels fast. 
Thatch'd alehouse, siill yclept the Sickles 

cross' d I 
Where died his club of poverty and age- 
Worst blow of all ! where oft the blacksmith 

toss'd 
His truth deciding coin; and, red with rage. 
The never-silonc'd barber wont engage 
In argument wiih Enoch ! Fountain dim, 
In which his boyhood quench'd the sultry beam ! 
School, where crown'd nionarchs might have 

learn' d of him 
Who sway'd it, how to reign ! Cloud-cradled 

stream, 
That in his soul art eloquent as a drcani ! 
Faih-pencil'd hill, now clad in broomy light * 
J Where oft in youth he wak'd the violets cold, 
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When you, love- listening stars, confessed the 

might 
Of earthly beauty, and o'er Mary Gold 
Redden'd with passion, while his tale he told ! 
Rose, yet unblown ! thou future woodbine 

flower I 
Majestic fox-glove, still to summer true ! 
Blush of the hawthorn ! glad May's sunny 

shower ! 
Scenes long belov'd, and objects dear, adieu ! 
From you, from earth, gray Enoch turns hie 

view; 
He longs to pass away, and soon will pass. 
But not with him will toil and sorrow go ! 
Men drop, like leaves — they wither, and, alas ! 
Are seen no more ! but human toil and wo 
Are lasting as the hills, or ocean's flow, 
;0!der than Death, and but whh Death will die. 

VIII. 
Ye sister trees, with branches old and dry ! 
Tower'd ye not huge as now, when Enoch 

Wray, 
A happy lad, pursued the butterfly 
O'er broomy banks above the torrent's spray, 
Whence still ye cast the shadow of your sway f 
ho — Gray-hair'd Oaks, that sternly execrate 
The poor man's foes, albeit it murmurs low ! 
Or, with a stormy voice, like tlijit of fate, 
Smiling your wrinkled hands, in wraih and wo. 
Say loth' avenging lightnings, "Why so slow?" 
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Lo ! that glad boy is now a man of pain ! 
Once more he totters through the vernal fields ; 
Once more he hears the corncrake on the plain ; 
The vale invites him, where the goldring builds, 
And the wild bank that primrose fragrance 

yields ; 
He cannot die, without a sad adieu 
To one sweet scene that to his heart is dear ; 
Yet — would he dream his fears may not be true, 
And miss a draught of bitterest sorrow here— 
His feet will shun the mill-dam, and the wier 
0*er which the stream its idle brawHng sends. 
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But, lo! t' wards Albert's mill the Patndrch 

wends ! 
(His own hands rear'd the pile : the very wheels 
Were made by him ; and where the archway 

bends, 
Hia name, in letters of hard stone, appeals 
To time and memory.) With mute step, he 

steals 
Along the vale, but does not hear the mill ! 
'Tis long since he was there. Alas ! the wave 
Runs all to waste, the mighty wheel is still ! 
Poor Enoch feels as if bi^come a slave ; 
And o'er his heart the long grass of the grave 
Already trembles! To his stealthy foot, 
Around the door thick springs the chance-sown 

oat. 
While prune their plumes the water-hen and 

coot, 
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Fearless and fierce the rni a* d c)'i< r 11 -.v. 
Catching the trout in Albert's liaii'-sunk boat: 
And, pendant from each bucket, fat weeds 
Their slimy verdure in the listless stream. 
"Albert is ruined, then I" his quivering lip 
Mutters in anguish, while with paler beam 
His sad eye glistens. '* 'Tis, alas, no dream ! 
Heav'n save the blood of Enoch Wray from 

shame ! 
Shame undeserved, the treadmill of the soul!" 
Thus Enoch mutely prays, but does not blame 
Albert, who could not, well he knows, control 
The fate that hurl'd him down to fortunes foul. 
Triumphant Science I what avail thy deeds, 
Thy sailless navy, and thy steam-drawn car. 
If growing power to deeper misery leads? 
If weeds and worms thy tenfold harvest mar? 
And all thy fruits but fatten waste and war ? 
England is chang'd since Enoch was a lad. 
Grubs dream 'd not then that earth for them 

was made ; 
Men did not sweat to bloat the weak and bad. 
In hopeless sorrow faithful though betray'd ; 
Nor was toil famine ; nor was gambling trade. 
Albert is strong, laborious, frugal, just ; 
But danger lurked where safety seemM to be, 
And cloudless thunder turn*d his hopes to dust. 
While navies sank on fortune's sunny sea, 
Unskill'd to save his little bark was he. 
In dreadful calm, the viewless storm increased ; 
Most fatal, when least dreaded, came the blow 
That still was nearest when expected least ; 
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And none who felt the stroke could see the foe ; 
But all was wondering fear and helpless wo. 
The servant took the master by the nose ; 
The beggar'd master slunk aside to die ; 
Down dropp'd the cobweb Crcesus, slunnM ; 

he rose, 
And fell again, he knew not how nor why. 
Like frost and thaw in April's fickle sky, 
'J'he wretched rich, and not less wretched poor, 
Chang'd places miserably ; and the bad 
Throve, while the righteous begg'd from door 

to door : 
None sniird, save knaves; but loudly laugh'd 

the mad, 
Even at their prayers, and then they kick*d the 

sad. 
And still men fought with shadows, and were 

slain ! 
For ruin smote, nor warning gave at all 
Unseen, like pestilence, and fear'd in vain ! 
But when red battle wings the whirling ball, 
The cannon fl:ishes ere the victims fall, 
Loud bursts the roar, and then is heard the 

groan. 



What is this plagufe, unsearchable and lone, 
Sightless and tongue,lcss, till a wild voice howls 
When nations die? What is this power un- 
known ? 
/Ind whence thi« strange simoom that withers 
souls X 
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O ask the empire-swallowing deep, that rowit 
Black o'er lost wealth and long-forgotten fame ? 



Shall /, lost Britain ! give the pest a name 
That, like a cancer, eats into thy core f 
'Tia Avarice, hungry as devouring flame ; 
But, swallowing all, it hungers as before, 
While fiamo, its ibod exhausted, burns no more. 
O yc hard hearts that grind the poor, and crush 
'i'heir honest pride, and drink their blood in 

wine. 
And eat their children's bread without a blush, 
Willing to wallow in your pomp, like swine, 
Why do ye wear the human form divine ? 
Can ye make men of brutes, contemn'd, en- 

slav'd? 
Can ye grow sweetness on the bitter rue t 
Can ye restore the health of minds deprav'd t 
And self-esteem in blighted hearts renew ? 
Why should souls die to feed such worms at 

you? 
Numidian ! who didst say to hated Rome — 
** There is no buyer yet to purchase thee !" 
Come, from thedamn'd of old, Jugurtha, come! 
See one Rome lall'n ! — another, mightier, see ! 
And tell us what the second Rome shall be ! 
But long, O Heav'n ! avert from this sad land 
The conflict of the many with the few. 
When, crumpled, Uke a leaf, in havock's hand. 
The great, the old, shall vanish from the view, 
And slaves be men, all traitors, and all true ! 
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Nor from the fierce and iron-breathing North, 
That grimly blossoms with the sword and 

spear, 
Call a new Alaric and his robbers forth, 
To crush what worth is left untrampled here, 
And shake from Freedom^s urn dust still too 

dear, 
While trade-left Thames pours mute his ship- 
less wave ! 
But thou, our Father, jourllcye^5t to the grave, 
A Briton, like thy sires, the fear'd of old ! 
Thou shalt not see outlandish king or slave 
Conquer the green isle of the stern and bold, 
That despots, erst, though leagued with hell, 

controU'd. 
The land where Hampden fell and Russell bled, 
Is yet no barrack for invading hordes ; 
Mary is undefiled, her boy unled 
To slaughter, by their country*8 foreign lords. 
Yet hast thou seen our fratricidal swords 
Assail the bondsman, strugghng to be free; 
And strike for tyrants, desiin'd, soon or late. 
To thank our crimes, by which they reign, 

and be 
Black vengeanoe to our hearths, and righteous 

fate. 
But go ! — no second spring can renovate 
Thy blighted soul. A moment, big with wo. 
O'er thee hath roU'd another hundred years. 
Go, to the cottage of thy childhood, go ! 
Where green, as in thy youth, the vale appears, 
'And Mary's love awaits her sire, in tears. 
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Go to thy cottage — not with humbled look 
And stenhhy pace, a thini; of guilt and fear! 
But thou, alaa, depcndancc canst not brook ! . 
£*en pity now is insult to thine eor ; 
Fall'n is thy crest, thy heart is cold and drear. 
Yet go thou to thy home, though daily there 
Some Uttle comfort is retrenched ; nor blame 
The child, who veilM her griefs her sire to 

spore. 
*' Though Mary is become on ill-starr'd name, 
Why should her father feel tin' pang of shame f" 
How often from thy side duth ehe rutire 
To weep alone ! ** Shall he who gave us all — 
Shall Enoch Wray, the soul of fearless fire. 
The good, the proud, l)ecome in age a thrall f*' 
Oh, not for this the lord of shroud and pall 
So lung hath pu«M*d him on his gloomy way ! 
No; he who huars the voiceless worm complain 
Haih heard his i?pirit for dismission pray : 
** O, let me, Lord, my God, till death, retain 
My humble pride, a name without a stain ! 
When the fleeh laiTd not, Ijord, 1 leun*d on 

thee! 
Though the flesh fails, let not my soul be mov*d ! 
But now release me, if thy will it be-* 
O let thy child rejoin the lost and lov'd ! 
For long on earth have I thy mercy prov'd, 
And my heart yearns to bless thy name in 

heav*n." 
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BOOK X. 



CONTENTS. 

UoRoniofpaupery to independent minds.— Enoch Wray 
viftitfl the churchyard, where he reads the graT^ftonei 
with hifl fingers.— Death of the Patriarch. 



I. 
Life ! who would live, to bo tho helpless prey 
Of sordid avarice ? O neglected Age, 
That, bedrid, lingorest in prolonged decay ! 
Who would, like theo, a war all hopeless wage 
With foes that mock his grief and scorn his 

rage ? 
How sad tho sight, when, far from all he loves, 
fiy crowds pursued, the slander'd terrier flies, 
Till, wounded by his lord in unknown groves, 
He mingles looks of love with piteous cries. 
And, smiling on his dear destroyer, dies ! 
How terrible, to wake, inicrr'd alive. 
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And shriek for instant aid, which cannot come t 
And scare the worm, that yet shall feed ; and 

strive, 
Beneath relentless earth, in airless gloom, 
With desperate wrench, to dispossess the tomb ! 
More dreadful still, lost Captive, is thy fate, 
To whom a grave is given, and death denied, 
For life entomb'd by unforgiving hate. 
Who bids despair, thy chamberlain, provide 
Hope's coffiii'd corpse, to mate thy sleepless 

side ! 
But direr, sadder than ail these, is man 
Wasted by want and superhuman toil ; 
Or fall'n from decent competence, and wan 
With grief, and forced, while heart and braifi 

recoil. 
To beg a crust on his paternal soil. 
Or ask his equals for a pauper's pay ! 

II. 
But thou art not a pauper, Enoch Wray ! 
Free hast thou liv'd, in honesty and pride, 
A hundred summers ; bright hath been thy day, 
Even in its gloom ; and on the grave's dark side 
Thou little hast to fear, and nought to hide — 
Prepar'd to die, as good men wish to die. 

III. 
Hark ! — like a spirit preaching from the sky, 
" Repent ye, for the kingdom is at hand !" 
An iron voice — as if Eternity, 
Dethroning Time, sent forth his high command — 
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Speaks to the aw'd heart of the silent land. 
From yonder tower, time-darken'd, thunder- 
scar' d, 
Still the deep toll is floating on the air ; 
It calls our father to the lone churchyard ; 
Ah, many, many of his friends are there! 
And Age, at five-score years, hath few to spare ! 
Thou antique Fane ! that, in thy solemn suit 
Of carven flowers, and stone-embroidery grand, 
(Old, yet unshaken ; eloquent, thoucrh mute,) 
Tower'st like the sculptur'd guardian of the 

land! 
Thy reverend looks what bosom can withstand, 
And feel nor throb like love, nor cliill like fear, 
Nor glow like adoration ? The leaves fall 
Around thee — men fall with them ; both are 

here ; 
While thou alike view'st bridal-robe and pall, 
Sovereign of marriage and of funeral! 
Witness of Ages, and memorial hoar 
Of generations, to eternity 
Gone, like the hour that can return no more! 
Gray Enoch is a child compared with thee ; 
Yet man like him thou ne'er again shalt see ! 
How would it gladden thy bewildered eyes, 
(Dusked with cobweb films, and colours old. 
And with long gazing on dim blazonries,) 
Could'st thou, in these degenerate times, behold 
A pair like Enoch Wray and Mary Gold, 
As to the altar, in their youth, they came ; 
He, like a warrior to the battle feast, 
With cheek of downy light and umber'd flame. 
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A presence glorious as the brightening east; 
She, bending at his side^ with charms increas'd. 
Like chaste Andromache by Hector led ; 
Her arm in his, her gentle eyes depress'd, 
Her neck and face with burning crimson spread, 
And lovely as maternal beauty's breast, 
Beneath the soft check of her child caress'd, 
Returning love for love and smile for smile ! 
But, oh, not now, thou venerable pile ! 
Comes he, with genial thoughts to rapture true, 
But with sad heart, though not without a smile, 
To bid his old remembrances adieu ; 
And, ere he mingle with the clay, renew 
Feelings, which, when the dust that moulders 

here. 
Could sympathise with animated clay, 
Joy'd with its joy, reiurn'd it tear for tear. 
And, bidding sorrow look for brighter day, 
Pointed to heav'n, but did not ** lead the way." 
Now on the tombstones, which of old be laid, 
(Pages with silent admonition fraught,) 
He kneels ; and, in the twilight of thy shade, 
Reads, with his fingers, what his chisel wrought; 
Perchance th' effusions of his pensive thought, 
Full oft recited in his soul with pride. 

IV. 
Beneath him rest five husbands, side by side: 
Can aught disturb them ? We, perhaps, shall 

see : 
But why unite what death and fate divide f 
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"John Slot, Charles Lamb, Giles Humblci 

Simon Flea, 
And Richard Green, here wait for, Alice, me !'* 

V. 

Erect, like youth, stands this sepulchral stone : 
But what is youth ? a flower ; and life f a dream. 
Read ! — for youth, life, the flower, the dream, 

are gone : 
Read ! — " Death is Hfe ! I am not what T seem : 
Think of poor Henry still ! but rightly deem." 

VI. 

The next is dateless ; but, aged eighteen years. 
Died she, whom hardest hearts have ceas'd to 

blame ; 
The kind still read her epitaph with tears : — ' 
" Here rests a stranger — she had once a name : 
Weep for the gentle dust that died of shame.*' 

vn. 

They did not lay his bones where four roads meet* 
Although his crime was grief, which some 

called pride, 
Wrong not the wrong'd, who slumbers at thy 

feet ! 
** Was Jones a coward ? Honest, yet belied, 
He was too brave to live disgrac'd, and died.*' 

vin. 

In yonder grave heaven's grateful debtor lies, 
Struck bUnd in youth— old Shiloh Hollischart. 



i 



136 



THE TILLAGE FATSIARCB. 




" The beam of beauty left his cheerful eyes, 
To glow more deeply, brightly, in his heart.** 
Read, mortal ! be instructed, and depart. 

IX. 



** Tears for the slander'd ! tears — but shed too 

late. 
Come ! if thou come to weep, traducer fell, 
Whose slighted love hath done the work of hate * 
But thou, perchance, hast yet more lies to tell 
Of her who lov'd not thee, and lovM too well t" 

X. 

But why hath Enoch graved on this lone tomb 
The yeoman tall, who grasps, with amorous 

strain, 
A snake, that feedeth on his fading bloom ? 
Read ! — ** I was friendless, ^nd I liv'd in vain , 
Cramp tore my nerves, and cancer gnaw*d my 

brain : 
Yet, to the last, I pray'd for life, in pain." 

XI. 
This still retreat, thou faithful to the dead, 
Claims thy attentive pause, demands thy tear ! 
Stop ! read again th' inscription, often read :— 
' Remember me ; and, weeping, linger here, 
If still to thee thy Harcourt's name is dear ! 
But, if thou wed again, O come not near !" 

XII. 
A broken mast, a bursting wave, a child 
Weeping, a woman frantic on the shore— 
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Rude stone ! thou tell'st a story sad and wild :— 
** Pain, want, unkindness, all * affliction sore,* 
Disease, suspense, with constancy I bore ; 
My heart was broken — Letty lies with me ; 
And now we know that Matthew died at sea." 

XIII. 
No sculptur'd stone informs the passer by 
That the poor clown is now llie Squireling's 

peer: 
Here lies a rogue, whose crime was poverty ! 
And just Sir Cornlaw sleeps in marble near ! 
6on0B of the treadniill'd slave ! — what do ye 

here? 
Oh, shame to bread-tax'd England's bought- 

and-sold ! 
The loathsome wretch, who loilM, and starv'd, 

and died. 
And he whose merit w^as a robber's gold, 
Repose, like married equals, side by side ' 
Audacious Death, is Mammon thus defied ? 
What, shall the parish-paid of yesterday 
Rest with the sacred borousrhmongering great ? 
Why fence ye not a Pauper's Golgotha, 
Where, buried withoutvbell, these dogs may wait 
The crowing cock, while rich men rot in state ? 

XIV. 

But to one grave the blind man's eyes are 

turn'd, 
Mdvo where he may — and yet he seeks 't not. 
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communes with the poor, the lost, the 
mourn'd, 
The buried long, by all but him forgot : 
The hated ? — no ; his bosom never bum*d 
With fire so base : the dreaded ? — no ; be 

spurn' d 
Fear, as unworthy of the human breast. 
Why does he pause on his dark pilgrimage f 
Hath he forgot what love remembers best ? 
O stoop and find, in this familiar page. 
The mournful story, dearest to his age ! 
** Here Lucy rests, who, in this vale of tears, 
Dwelt thirty weeks : — Here waits the judgment- 
day 
Her brother James, who died, aged fifty years : 
Here slumbers sinless Anne, who lived a day : 
Children of Mary and of Enoch Wray.'* 
His finger pauses, Uke a trembling wand. 
Held o*er desponding hope by mercy. Lo ! 
Another line, cut by another hand, 
On the cold stone, from which he riseth slow , 
But it is written on his heart of wo ; 
**Mary ! thou art not lost, but gone before." 

XV. 
Oh, no ! — not lost. The hour that shall restore 
Thy faithful husband, Mary, is at hand ; 
Ye soon shall meet again, to part no more ; 
Bv angels welcomed to their blissful land, 
And wander there, like children, hand in hand, 
To pluck the daisy of eternal May. 
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XVI. 

It is the evening of an April day. 

Lo ! for the last time, in the cheerful sun 

Our father sits, stooping his tresses gray, 

To hear the stream, his ancient neighbour, run, 

Young as if time had yesterday begun. 

Heaven's gates are like an angel's wing, with 

plumes 
Of glorious green and purple gold on fire : 
Through rifts qf mountainous clouds, the light 

illumes 
Hill-tops and woods, that, pilgrim-like, retire ; 
And, like a giant's torch, burns Morthern spire. 
Phmrosy odours, violet-mingled, float 
O'er blue-bells and ground-ivy, on their wings 
Bearing the music otthe blackbird's note ; 
Beneath the dewy cloud the woodlark sings. 
But on our father's heart no gladness flings. 
Mary bends o'er him, mute. Her youngest lad 
Grasps, with small hand, his grandsire's finger 

fast ; 
Well knows the old man that the boy is sad ; 
And the third Mary, as she hurries past, 
Trembles, and looks towards the town aghast. 
Enoch hears footsteps of unwelcome sound. 
While at his feet the sightless mastifi'lies ; 
And, lo ! the blind dog, growling, spurns the 

ground ! 
" Two strangers are approaching," Enoch cries; 
But Mary's throbbing heart alone replies. 
A stern, '' Good day, sir!" smites his cheek 

more pale ; 
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A rude collision shakes him in his chair ; 
The Bible of his sires is mark'd for sale ! 
But degradation is to him despair ; 
The hour is come which Enoch cannot bear ! 
But he can die ! — and in his humble grave, 
Sweet shall his long rest be, by Mary's side ; 
And o'er his coffin (uninscrib'd) shall wave 
The willow tree, beneath the dark tower's 

pride, 
Set by his own sad hand when Mary died. 
Though basely branded with a poacher's name, 
Poor Joseph slumbers in a distant tomb ; 
Though Joseph's widow died a death of shame. 
Still there was mercy in the old man's doom ! 
But now — depcndance and disgrace are come ! 
*' Albert," he sighs, ** will perish by this blow. — 
Where is he ?"— No reply.— " And shall thfe 

throng 
Of paupers see my daughter weekly go 
For parish alms? No, Heav'n ! I yet am 

strong ; 
Restore my sight I or I have liv'd too long." 
The vain, vain wish, too mighty, leaves him 

faint ; 
His visage wan assumes a darkening hue ; 
The blind dog whines a melancholy plaint. 
And ghastly roll his eyes of pallid blue ; 
E'en the hard bailiffs dread the scene to view. 
Lyre of the past ! O, art thou, then, unstrung f 
The boy resigns his grandsire's finger cold; 
A sweet word lingers on our father's tongue — 
*' Mary, dear Mary." — But the tale is told : 
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With her whose virgin name was Mary Gold, 
He hears, in heav'n, his swooning daughter 

shriek. 
And when the woodbine^s clusterM trumpet 

blows ; 
And when the pink's melodious hues shall 

speak, 
In unison of sweetness with the rose, 
Joining the song of every bird that knows 
How sweet it is of wedded love to sing ; 
And when the fells, fresh-bath'd in azure air. 
Wide as the summer day's all golden wing. 
Shall blush to heav'n, that Nature is so fair, 
And man condemn'd to labour, in despair ; — 
Then, the gay gnat, that sports its little hour ; 
The falcon, wheeling from the ancient wood ; 
The redbreast, fluttering o'er its fragrant bower; 
The yellow-beUied lizard of the flood ; 
And dewy morn, and evening — in her hood 
Of crimson, fring'd with lucid shadows grand — 
Shall miss the Patriarch ; at his cottage door 
The bee shall seek to settle on his hand. 
But from the vacant bench haste to the moor, 
Mourning the last of England's high-soul'd poor. 
And bid the mountains weep for Enoch Wray ! 
And for themselves ! — albeit of things that last 
Unalter'd most ; for they shall pass away 
Like Enoch, though their iron roots seem fast 
Bound to the eternal future, as the past ! 
The Patriarch died ! and they shall be no more 
Yes, and the sailless worlds, which navigate 
Th' unutterable deep that hath no shore, 
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SCENE — hhside of a dungeon, in a fortress oh 
the coast of Norway, Both well sleeping, 
Rhin VALT gazing through a barred window on 
the rocks, and stormy sea below. 

Ehin. Splendour in heaven, and horror on 

the main ! 
Sunshine and storm at once — a troubled day. 
Clouds roll in brightness, and descend in rain. 
How the waves rush into the rocky bay, 
Shaking th* eternal barriers of the land ! 
And ocean's face is like a battle plain, 
Where giant d«!mons combat hand to hand ; 
While, as their voices sink and swell again, 
Peace, listening on the rainbow, bends in pain. 
Where is the voice, whose stillness man's heart 

hears, 
Like dream*d-of music, wordless, soft, and low? 
The voice, which dries on Sorrow's check her 

tears. 
Or, lest she perish^ bids the current flow ? 
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That voice tne whirlwind in his rage reveres ; 
it bids the blast a tranquil sabbath keep : 
Lonely as death, harmonious as the spheres, 
It whispers to the wildness of the deep, 
'Till, calm as cradled babe, the billows sleep. 
Oh, careless of the tempest in his ire, 
Blush, ruby glow of western heav'n ! Oh, cast 
The hue of roses, steep'd in liquid fire, 
On ocean in his conflict with the blast, 
And quiver into darkness, and retire, 
And let wild day to calmest night subside ; 
Let the tired sailor from his toil respire,. 
The drench'd flag hang, unmoving, o'er the 

tide, 
And, pillowMon still clouds, the whirlwind ride ! 
Then, Queen of Silence, robe thee, and arise. 
And, through the barr'd loop ofthis dungeon old, 
Visit, once more, its inmate's blasted eyes ! 
Let him again, though late, thy light behold ! 
Soulless, not sightless, have his eye-balls roIPd, 
Alike, in light and darkness, desolate. 
The storm beat on his heart — he felt no cold ; 
Summer look'd on him, from heaven's fiery 

gate- 
Shivering, he scowl' d, and knew not that he 

scowl'd. 
Unweeping, yet purturb'd ; his bed a stone ; 
Bonds on his body — on his mind a spell; 
Ten years in solitude, (yet not alone,) 
And conscious only to the inward hell ; 
Here hath it been his hideous lot to dwell 
But heav'n can bid the spirit's gloom depart 
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Can chase from his torn soul the demon feul* 
And, whispering, find a listener in his heart 
O let him weep again ! then, tearless dwell. 
In his dark, narrow home, unrung by passing 

bell! 
[A long pause. Loud thunder ; and, after 

«n intertial, thunder heard remote.] 
The storm hath ceas'd. The sun is set : the 

trees 
Are fain to slumber ; and, on ocean's breast, 
How softly, yet how solemnly, the breeze, 
With unperceivM gradation, sinks to rest ! 
No voice, no sound is on the ear impressed , 
Twilight is weeping o'er the pensive rose ; 
The stoat slumbers, coil'd up in hiu nest ; 
The grosbeak on the owl's perch seeks repose . 
And o'er the heights, behold ! a pale light glows. 
Wak'd by the bat, up springs the startlcti 

snake ; 
The cloud's edge brightens — lo, the moon ! anc 

grove, 
And tree, and shrub, bath'd in her beams^ 

awake. 
With tresses cluster'd like the locks of love. 
Behold ! the ocean's tremor ! slowly move 
The cloud- Hke sails; and, as their way they 

urge. 
Fancy might almost deem she saw, above. 
The streamer's chasten'd hues; bright sleeps 

the surge, 
And dark the rocks, on ocean's glittering verge. 
Now lovers meet, and labour's task is done. 
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Now stillnen hears the breathing heifer. Now 
Heav*D8 azure deepens; and, where rock-iilli 

n'ji, 
Rest on the shadowy mountain's airy brow 
Clouds that have ta'cn their farewell of the sun ; 
While calmness, reigning o'er that wintry clime* 
Pauses and listens ; — hark ! the evening gun ! 
Oh. hark! — the sound expires! and silence is 

sublime. 
Moonlight o'er ocean's stillness! on the crest 
Of the poor maniac, moonlight! — He is calm; 
Calmer he soon will be in endless rest : — 
O. be thy coolness to his brow as balm. 
And breatlie. thou fresh breeze, on his burning 

breast ! 
For memory is returning to his brain ; 
The dreadful past, with worse than wo im* 

press'd ; 
And torturing time's eternity of pain ; 
The curse of mind returns ! O take it back again ! 
[A longpausCt during tchith he bends anxiou9' 

ly over Bothwdl.] 
Alas! how flutteringly he draws his breath ! 
Both. My blessed Mary ! 
Rhin. Cahncr he appears — 

Sad, fatal symptom ! swift approaches death. 
BoUi. Mary! a hand of fire my boflom 

sears. — 

do not leave me! — Heavenly Mary! — yenia. 
Ages of torture pass'd, and thou cains't not ; 

1 waited still, and watch'd, but not in tears; 

I could not weep ; mine eyes arc dry and hot. 
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And long, long since, to shed a tear forgot. 
A word ! though it condemn me ! — stay ! she's 

gone! 
Gone ! and to come no more ! [Hc/amft.] 

B,h.in. Ah, is it so ? 

His pilgrimage is o'er, his task is done ; 
How grimly still he lies ! yei his eyes glow 
As with strange meaning. Troubled spirit, go ! 
How threateningly his teeth are clench'd ! how 

fast 
He clutches his graspM hair ! — hush ! — ^breath- 
less ? No ! 
Life still is here, though withering hope be 

past ; 
Come, bridegroom of despair ! and be this sigh 
his last. 

Both. Where am I? What art thou ? 

Rhin, Call me a friend, 

And this a prison. 

Bi^h. Voice of torture, cease ! — 

Oh, it returns ! — terrific vision, end ! — 
When was it f Yesterday ? no matter — ^peace! 
I do remember, and too well, too well ! 

Rhin. How is it with thee f 

Bqlli, Why wilt thou offend ? — 

Ha ! all ye fiends of earth, and ye of hell, 
I surely am awake ! Thine angel send, 
Thou, King of Terrors call'd, and break this 
hideous spell ! 

Rhin. A tear ? and shed by thee ? 

Both. I breath' d in flame ; 

The sleepless worm of wrath was busy here ; 
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When — ah, it was a dream ! — my lady came, 
Lovely and wan in wo, with the big tear 
To cool my fevered soul. In love and fear, 
O'er me she bent, as at the Hermitage, 
When (maim'd in conflict with the mountaineer) 
She kiss'd my wounds, while Darnley swell'd 

with rage ; 
Tears only ! not a word ! she fled ! — and I am 

here. ^ 

She fled ; and then, within a sable room, 
Methought I saw the headsman and the axe ; 
And men stood round the block, with brows of 

gloom, 
Gazing, yet mute, as images of wax ; 
And, while the victim moved to meet her doom, 
All wept for Mary Stuart. Pale, she bent, 
As when we parted last ; yet towards the tomb 
Calmly she looked, and, smiling, prayers up sent 
To pitying heav'n. A deep and fearful boom 
Of mutter'd accents rose, when to the ground 
The severM head fell bleeding ! and, aghast. 
Horror on horror star'd. And then a sound 
Sweird, hoarsely yelling, on the sudden blast, 
As of a female voice that mimick'd wo ; 
But, as above that hall of death it pass'd, 
*Twas chang'd into a laugh, wild, sullen, low, 
Like a fiend's growl, who, from heav*n*s splen- 
dour cast, 
Quaffs fire and wrath, where pain's red embers 

glow. 
Do I not know thee ? I'm forgetful grown : 
Where did I see thee first ? 
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Rhin, Here, even here , 

Thy ten years' comrade- -still to thee unknown. 
In all that time thou didst not shed a tear 
Until this hour. Raving, with groan on groan, 
Thou spak'st of more than horror, and thy 

moan 
Was torture's music. O'er thy forehead hot 
Thine hands were clasp' d ; and still wast thou 

alone, 
Brooding o'er things that have been, and are not. 
Though I was with thee, almost turn'd to stone, 
Here, where I pin'd for twenty years before 
Thy coming. 

Both. Thirty years a prisoner I 

Here, didst thou say ? 

Rhin. Ay, thirty years and more. 

My wife ! — O never may I look on her ! 
My children ! 
Both. Didst thou spill man's blood ; or why? 
Rhin. I spilt man's blood in battle. Oh, no 

more. 
Liberty, shall I breathe thy air on high 
Where the cloud travels, or along the shore 
When the waves frown, like patriots sworn to 

die! 
I met th' oppressors of my native land, 
Wide wav'd their plumes o'er Norway's wilds 

afar,) 
I met them, breast to breast, and hand to hand, 
O'ercome, not vanquish'd, in the unequal war; 
And this is Freedom's grave. 
Bath. Freedom ? Thou fool. 
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Deserving chains ! Freedom ?- -a word to scare 
The sceptred babe. Of thy own dream thou tool 
And champion, white in folly ! From me far - 
Be rant like thine — of sound a senseless jar. 
Hhin. Say, who art thou that rav*st of mur- 
dered kings, 
And dar'st. before her champion vow'd, profane 
The name of Freedom ? Long forgotten things 
To my soul beckon ; and my hand would fain 
(Stung by thy venom) grasp a sword again, 
In battle with these tyrants ! Gone ? — alas ! 
*Ti8 the death-rattle in the throat — his pain 
Draws to aK; lose. Again? Dark spirit pass! 
Both. Lift, lift me up ! that on my burning 
brain 
The pallid light may shine ! and let me see 
Once more the ocean. Thanks ! Hail, placid 

deep ! 
Oh, the cold light is comfort ! and to me 
The freshness of the breeze comes like sweet 

sleep 
To him whose tears his painful pillow steep ! 
When last T saw those billows they were red. 
Mate of my dungeon ! know'st thou why I 

weep ? 
My chariot, and my war-horse, and my bed, 
Ocean, before me swells, in all its glory spread. 
Lovely ! still lovely Nature ! and a hne 
Of quiverinji beams, athwart the wavy space, 
Riina like a beaiiteou9 road to realms divine, 
Eiidinc where sea and stooping heav'n embrace. 
Cri£>p'd with glad smiles is ocean*s aged face* 
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Gemm'd are the fingers of his wrinkled Hand. 
Like glittering fishes, in the wanton race, 
The little waves leap laughing to the land, 
Light following light — nn everlasting chase. 
Lovely, still lovely ! chaste moon, is thy beam 
Now laid on Jedburgh's mossy walls asleep. 
Where Mary piiiM for me ; or dost thou gleam 
O'er Stirling, where I first, in transport deep, 
Kiss'd her bless'd hand, whenDarnley bade her 

weep ; 
Or o'er Linlithgow and the billows blue, 
Where (captur'd on the forest-waving steep) 
She almost fear'd my love, so dear and true ; 
Or on that sad field, where she could but look 

adieu ? 
Rhin. Weep on ! if thou, indeed, art he 

whose lame 
Hath pierc'd th' oblivion even of this tomb, 
Where life is buried, and whose fearful name 
Amazement loves to speak, while o'er thy doom. 
Trembling, he weeps. Did she, whose charms 

make tame 
All other beauty. Scotland's matchless Queen, 
Creation' s wonder, on that wiiher'd frame, 
Enamour'd smile ? Sweet tears there are, I 

ween ; 
Speak then of her, where tears are shed more 

oft than seen. 
Both. Perhaps the nnist might, with cunning 

hand, 
Mimic the morn on Mary's lip of love; 
And fancy might before the canvass stand. 
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And deem he saw th* unreal bosom move. 
But who could paint her heavenly soul, which 

glows 
With more than kindness — the soft thoughts 

that rove 
Over the moonlight of her heart's repose — 
The wish to hood the falcon, spare the dove, 
Destroy the thorn, and multiply the rose 7 
Oh, had'st thou words of fire, thou could'st not 

paint 
My Mary in her majeaty of mind, 
Expressing half the queen and half the saint ! 
Her fancy, wild as pinions of the wind. 
Or sky-ascending eagle, that looks down, 
Calm, on the l^omeless cloud he leaves behind ; 
Yet beautiful as freshest flower full blown, 
That bends beneath the midnight dews reclined ; 
Or yon resplendent path, o'er ocean's slumber 

thrown. 
*Twas such a night — O ne'er, bless'd thought, 

depart ! — 
When Mary uiter'd first, in words of flame. 
The love, the guilt, the madness of her heart. 
While on my bosom burn'd her cheek of shame. 
Thy blood is ice, and, therefore, thou wilt 

blame 

The Queen, the woman, the adulterous wife, 
The hapless, and the fair ! — Oh, but her name 
Needs not thy mangling ! Her disastrous life 
Needs not thy curse! Spare, slanderer, spare 

her fame I 
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Then wore the heavens, as now, the clouded 

veil ; 
Yet mark*d I well her tears, and that wan 

smile 
So tender, so confiding, whose sweet tale, 
By memory told, can even now beguile 
My spirit of its gloom ! for then the pale 
Sultana of the night her form display'd. 
Pavilioned in the pearly clouds afar, 
Like brightness sleeping, or a naked maid, 
In virgin charms unrivail'd ; while each star, 
Astonish'd at her beauty, seemM to fade — 
Each planet, envy-stung, to turn aside — 
Veiling their blushes with their golden hair. 
Oh ! moment rich in transport, love, and pride ! 
Big, too, with wo, with terror, with despair I 
While, wrestling thus, I strive to choak ray 

groan. 
And, what I cannot shun, may learn to bear. 
That moment is immortal, and my own ! 
Fate from my gras'p that moment cannot tear ! 
That moment for an uge of torture might atone ! 
Poor Rizio of the flute, whom few bewail ; 
Worth Mary's tears, was well worth Darnley's 

hate. 
Jealous again ! Why, who could e'er prevail. 
Monarch or slave, in conflict with his fate 1 
Behold the King of— —Hear it not, chaste 

night ! 
King ! keep no monkey that has got a tail ! 
]n nought but things emasculate delight ! 
Let no fly touch her, lest it be a male ! 
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And, like the devil, infest a paradise in spite ! 

Pride, without honour ! body, without soul ! 
The heartless breast a brainless head implies. 
If men are mad, when passion scorns control. 
And self-respect with shame and virtue flies, 
Darnley hath long been mad. — Thou coxcomb 

rude ! 
Thou reptile, shone on by an angel's eyes ! 
Intemperate brute, with meanest thoughts im* 

bued ! 
Dunghill ! would' st thou the sun monopolize f 
Wouid'st tliou have Mary's love? for what? 

Ingratitude. 

The quivering flesh, though torture-torn, may 

live ; 
But souls, once deeply wounded, heal no more : 
And deem'st thou that scorn'd woman can 

forgive ? 
Darnley, thou dream's!, but not as heretofore ! 
Mary's fcign'd smile, assassin -like, would gore; 
There is a snake beneath her sorrowing eye ; 
The crocodile can weep : with bosom frore 
O'er thy sick-bed she heaves u traitorous sigh : 
Ah, do not hope to live ! she knows that thou 

shalt die. 

Yet Mary wept for Darnley, while she kiss'd 
His murderer's cheek at midnight. Sad was she; 
And he, who tlirn had seen her, would have 
miss'd 
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The rose that was not where it wout to be, 
Or marveird at its paleness. None might see 
The heart, but on the features there was wo. 
Then put she on a mask, and gloomily — 
For dance and ball preparM — arose to go : 
** Spare, spare my Darnley's life !" she said— 
but meaiiM she so 7 
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Now bends the murderer — Mark his forehead 

fell! 
What says the dark deliberation there ? — 
Now bends the murderer — Hark ! — it is a 

knell !— 
Hark ! — sound or motion ? 'Twas his cringing 

hair. 
Now bends the murderer — wherefore doth he 

start ? 
*Tis silence — silence that is terrible ! 
When he hath business, silence should depart. 
And maniac darkness, borrowing sounds from 

hell, 
Suffer him not to hear his throbbing heart ? — 
Now bends the murderer o'er the dozing King, 
Who, like an o'er-gorg'd serpent, motionless, 
Lies drunk with wine, a seeming-senseless 

thing ; 
Yet hia eyes roll with dreadful consciousness, 
Thickens his throat in impotent distress, 
And his voice strives for utterance, while that 

wretch 
Doth on his royal victim's bosom press 
His knee, preparing round his neck to stretch 
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The horrible cord. Lo ! dark as th' alpine 

vetch, 
Stares his wide-open, blood-shot, bursting eye, 
And on the murderer flashes vengeful fire ; 
While the black visage, in dire agony. 
Swells, like a bloated toad that dies ii) ire, 
And quivers into fixedness ! — On high 
Raising the corpse, Ibrih into th' moonlight air 
The staggering murderer bears it silently, 
Lays it on earth, sees the fix'd eye-ball glare. 
And turns, affrighted, from the liieless stare. 
Ho ! fire the mine ! and let the house be rent 
To atoms ! — that dark guile may say to fear, 
"Ah, dire mischance ! mysterious accident I 
Ah, would it were explain' d ! ah, would it 

were !" 
Up, up, the rushing, red volcano went, 
And wide o'er earth, and heav'n, and ocean 

flash'd 
A torrent of earth-lightning sky-ward sent ; 
O'er heav'n, earth, sea, the dread explosion 

crash' d ; 
Then, clattering far, the downward fragments 

dash'd. 
Roar'd the rude sailor o'er th' illumin'd sea, 
•• Hell is in Scotland !" Shudder'd Roslin'shall, 
Low'd the scar'd heifer on the distant lea, 
Trembled the city, shriek'd the festival, 
Paus'd the pale dance from his delighted task, 
Quak'd every masker of the splendid ball; 
Rais'd hands, unanswer'd questions seemM to 

ask ; 
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And there was one who lean'd against the wall, 
Close pnsssing to her face, with hands convuIsM, 

her mask. 
And night was after that, but blessed night 
Was never more ! for thrilling voices cried 
To th' dreaming sleep, on th' watcher's pale 

affright, 
**Who murderM Darnley ? Who the match 

applied 7 
Did Hepburn murder Darnley f'—" Fool !" 

replied 
Accents responsive, fang'd with scorpion sting, 
In whispers faint, while all was mute beside, 
'* 'Twas the Queen's husband that did kill th'e 

King !" 
And o'er the murderer's soul swept horror'8 

freezing wing. 
Rhin. Terrific, but untrue ! — Have such 

things been ? 
Thy looks say ay ! and dire are they to me. 
Unhappy King ! and more unhappy Queen ! 
But who the murderer ? 

Both. What is that to thee ? 
Think* St thou I kill'd him ? Come but near my 

chain. 
Thou base suspecter of scath'd misery ! 
And I will dash the links into thy brain, 
And lay thee (champion of the can't-be-free!) 
There, for thine insolence — never to rise again. 

[He faints."] 
Bhin, Alas ! how far'st thou now ! Dark* 

ness hath chas'd 
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The dreadful paleness from thy face ; thme eye, 
Upturn'd, displays its white ; thy cheek is ]ac*d 
With quivering tortuous folds ; thy lip, awry, 
Snarls, as thou tear'st the straw ; the speechlets 

storm. 
Frowns on thy brow, where drops of agony 
Stand thick and beadlike ; and, while all thy 

form 
Is crumpled with convulsion, threateningly 
Thou breathest, smiting th' air, and writhing 
like a worm. 
Both. Treason in arms ! — Sirs, ye are envi- 
ous all. 
To Mary's marriage did ye not consent ? 
Do you deny your signatures — this scrawl 
Of your vile names ? True, I do not repent 
That I divorced my wife to wed the Queen ; 
True, I hate Mar ; true, I scorn Huntley's bawl ; 
True, I am higher now than I have been — 
And will remain so, though your heads should 

fall. 
Craig, of the nasal twang, whopray'stso well! 
Glencaim, of th' icy eye, and tawny hide! 
If I am prouder than the Prince of Hell, 
Are ye all meanness that ye have no pride ? 
My merit is my crime. I love my sword, 
And that high sin for which the angels fell ; 
But still agrees my action with my word ; 
That your's does not so, let rebellion tell. 
Submit ! or perish here ! or elsewhere — by the 
cord. 
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My comrades, whose brave deeds mv heart at- 
tests, 
Be jocund ! — But, ah, sec their trembling knees! 
Their eyes are vanquish' d — not by ih' tossing 

crests, 
But by yon rug, the pestilence of the breeze. 
Painted with villanous horror ! In their breasts 
Ardour and manliness make now with fear 
A shameful treaty, casting all behests 
That honour loves, into th' inglorious rear. 
By heav'n, their cowardice hath sold us here ! 
Ha ! distards, terror-quell'd as by a charm, 
What ! steal ye from the field ? — My sword for 

thee, 
Mary ! and courage fur his cause ! this arm 
Shall now decide the contest ! — Can it be ? 
Did Lindsay claim the fight ? — and still lives he! 
He lives, and I to say it. Hell's black night 
Lower' iJ o'er my soul, and Daniley scowl'd on 

me, 
And Mary would not lot her coward fight, 
But bade him barter all for infamy ! 
Dishonour'd, yet unburied ! Morton's face 
Wrinkled with insult ; while, with cover'dbrow. 
Bravest Kirkaldy mourn'd a foe's disgrace ; 
And Murray's mean content was mutter'd low 
Pale, speechless Mary wept, almost asham'd 
Of him she mourn'd. Flash'd o'er my cheek 

the glow 
Of rage against myself; and undefamM, 
Worse than my reputation, and not slow, 
I left my soul behind, and fed in wordless wo* 
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Changeful, like woman ! would, oh, would 1 

were ! 
But vainly hence my frantic wishes fly. 
Who reigns at Holyrood ? Is Mary there ? 
And does she sometimes shed, for him once 

lov*d, a tear f 

Farewell, my heart's divinity ! To kiss 
Thy sad lip into smiles of tenderness ; 
To worship at that stainless shrine of bliss; 
To meet th' elysium of thy warm caress ; 
To be the prisoner of thy tears ; to bless 
Thy dark eye's weeping passion ; and to hear 
The word, or sigh, soul- toned, or accentless. 
Murmur for one so vile, and yet so dear — 
Alas ! 'lis mine no more ! — Thou hast undone 
me, Fear ! 

Champion of Freedom, pray thee, pardon me 
My laughter, if I now can laugh !— -(in hell 
They laugh not) — he who doth now address thee 
7« Hepburn, Earl of Bothwell. Hark ! my 

knell ! 
The death-owl shrieks it. Ere I cease to fetch 
These pantings for the shroud, tell me, O tell ! 
Believ'st thou God ? — Blow on a dying wretch, 
Blow, wmd that com'st from Scotland ! — Fare- 

thee-well ! 
The owl shrieks — I shall have no other passing- 
bell. 
'Rhin, As from the chill, bright ice the sun- 
beam flies. 
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So (but reluctant) life's last light retires 
From the cold mirror of liis closing eyes : 
He bids the surge adieu ! — falls back — expires ! 
No passing bell ? Yea, I that bell will be ; 
Pale night shall hear the requiem of my sighs ; 
My wo-worn heart hath still aqfne tears for 

thee; 
Nor will thy shade the tribute sad despise. 
Brother, farewell ! — Ah, yes ! — no voice replies : 
But my tears flow— albeit in vain they flow — 
For him who at my feet so darkly sleeps ; 
And Freedom's champion, with the locks of 

snow, 
Now fears the form o'er which he sternly weeps. 
An awful gloom upon my spirit creeps. 
My ten years' comrade ! whither art thou fled 7 
Thou art not here ! Thy lifeless picture keeps 
lis place before me, while, almost in dread, 
I shrink, yet gaze, and long to share thy bed. 
[He retires to a corner of the duftgeon 
farthest from the corpse, and there con- 
tinues to gaze upon it in silence. j 
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THE WANDERER RETURNED. 



Yes I ye green hills that to my soul restore 
The verdure which in happier days it wore ! 
And thou, glad stream, in whose deep waters 

lav'd 
Fathers, whose children were not then enslaved ! 
Yes, I have roam'd where Freedom's spirit 

fires 
The stern descendants of self-exilM sires ; 
Men who transcend the herd of human kind 
A foot in stature, half a man in mind. 
But tir'd, at length, I seek my native home, 
Resolved no more in gorgeous wilds to roam ; 
Again I look on thee, thou loveliest stream ! 
And, seeming poor, am richer than I seem. 
Too long in woods the forest- Arab ran, 
A lonely, mateless, childless, homeless man ; 
Too long I paced tlie ocean and the wild— 
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Clinging to Nature's breast, her petted child : 
But only ploughed the seas to sow the wind. 
And chas'd the sun to leave my soul behind. 
But when hot youth's and manhood's pulses 

cool'd, 
When pensive thought my faiUng spirit 

school' d — 
Lur'd by a vision which, where'er I rove, 
Still haunts me with the blush of earliest love— • 
A vision, present still, by night, by day, 
Which not Niagara's roar could chase away — 
I left my palace, with its roof of sky, 
To look again on Hannah's face, and die. 
I saw, in thought, beyond the billow's roar, 
My mother's grave — and then my tears ran o'er! 
And then I wept for Hannah, wrong'd, yet true! 
I could not — ^no — ^my wasted life renew; 
But I could wiselier spend my wiser years. 
And mix a smile with sinking vigour's tears 

II. 

Sweet village ! where my early days were 

pass'd ! 
Though parted long, we meet — ^we meet at 

last! 
Like friends, embrown' d by many a sun and 

wind. 
Much chang'd in mien, but more in heart and 

mind. 
Fair, after many years, thy fields appear, 
With joy beheld, but not without a tear. 
I met thy little river miles before 
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I saw again my natal cottage door ; 
Unchang'd as trutli, the river welcomed home 
The wanderer of the &ca's heart-breaking foam; 
But the chang'd cottage, Uke a time-tried friendt 
Smote on my heart-strings, at my journey's 

end. 
For now no lilies bloom the door beside : 
The very houscleek on the roof hath died; 
The window'd gable's ivy-bower is gone, 
The rose departed from the porch of stone ; 
The pink, the violet, have fled away, 
The polyanthus, and auricula ! 
And round my liome, once bright with flowers, 

I found 
Not one square yard — one foot of garden ground. 

Ill 

With gun in hand, and insolence of eye, 

A sun-burn' d meniaL os I came, drew nigh ; 

By might empower' d small felons to deter, 

Constable, publican, and warrener. 

He met me, muttering — **I should know tha 

tramp ;" 
He pass'd me, muttering " Vagabond" and 

"Scamp!" 
And, as a beadle eyes a thief, he cast 
A keen glance at the cottage, as he pass'd. 
My brother dwelt within. 'Tis true, he took 
My offer' d hand, but froze me with a look 
So trouble-worn and lost, so hard yet dull, 
That I shrank from him, though my heart waa 

full; 
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I sought society, but stood alone ; 
I came to meet a man, and found a stone ! 
His wife, in tatters, watchM the fireless grate ; 
Three boys sat near her, all in fierce debate, 
And all in rags — ^but one constructing snares. 
With which, at night, to choke Lord Borough's 

hares. 
My sister. Rose, had parish-pay, they said, 
And Ann was sent abroad, and Jane was dead; 
And these misfortunes laid my sire beside 
The mother, who in better days had died. 
Such welcome iound the wanderer of the deep! 
I had no words — I sobb'd, but could not weep. 
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Well, here I am, resolv'd to view the land-^ 
Inquire and ponder — ^hear and understand. 



The cucking-stool is gone, the stocks remain- 
Why either or not both ? Ye stocks, explain ! 
Changed scene ! Unchang'd yon fi*osted tower 

remains ; 
Beneath the hill, it peers o'er vales and plains; 
And, like a patriarch of the olden time, 
Sees age around, but none like his sublime. 
Ere yon huge house, with jail-like firown, dis- 

plac'd 
Tlio wild briar roses of the thymy waste, 
There, near the church, the stocks, and cuck- 

ijisr-stool, 
AboJc the sovereign of the village school. 
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A half-fac'd man, too timid for his trade, 
And paid as timid men are ever paid ; 
He taught twelve pupils for six pounds a-year, 
Made a consumption, and was buried here. 
None said of him, he reap'd the crop he grew, 
And liv^d by teaching what he never knew. 
His school is gone — but still we have a school, 
Kept by an ignoramus — not a fool ; 
For o'er his mansion, written large, we see 
** Mister John Suckcm well's Academy;" 
A boarding-school, where gentlemen are taught 
To write fine copies, which the teacher wrote ! 
Behold the usher ! — I behold and start ! 
For in his face I read a broken heart. 
Servant of servants ! brow-beat by a knave ! 
Why for a cofnn labour like a slave ? 
Better break granite on the King's highway 
Than earn, with Porson's powers, a pauper's 

pay. 
Why die to live ? I know a wiser plan — 
An easier too — black shoes, and be a man ! 

VI. 

Village ! thy butcher's son, the steward now, 
Still bears the butcher on his burly brow. 
Oft with his sire he deigns to ride and stare ; 
And who like them, at market or at fair ? 
King of the Inn, he takes the highest place, 
And carves the goose, and grimly growls the 

grace. 
Then:, in the loud debate, with might— with 

might — 
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Still speaks he last, aiid conquers still the right; 
Red as a lobster, vicious as his horse. 
That, like its master, worships fraud and force; 
And, if the stranger 'scape its kick or bite, 
Low'rs its vex'd ears, and screams for very 

spite. 
*' He hath enough, thank God, to wear and eat; 
He gives no alms" — not e'en his putrid meat; 
** But keeps his cab, whips beggars from his 

door, 
Votes for my Lord, and hates the thankless 

poor." 

vn. 

Hail, Sister Hills, that from each other hide, 
With belts of evergreen,your mutual pride ! 
Here reigns, in placid splendour. Madam Grade, 
Whose husband nobly made a plum in trade ; 
And yonder glitters Rapine's bilious slave, 
The lucky footman of a palac'd knave ; 
Stern foe of learning, genius, press, and pen, 
Who lauds all laws that ruin honest men. 
Sublime in Satrap-imitating state. 
She for her daughter seeks a titled mate ; 
None other, not an angel wing'd from heav'n, 
Could woo, or ask to woo, and be forgiv'n. 
Too oft, perhaps, she calls her neighbour 

" Scrub!" 
Yet justly scorns the mean corruption-grub ; 
For many a " rupturM Ogdcn" hath he wrong' d, 
Long gloating on the captive's chain prolong' d. 
He hates and apes her pomp, with upstart haste ; 
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But what in him is pride, in her is taste. 

She, queen-like, smiles ; he, blustering, crams 

and truala, 
And weighs his greatness by the trout he eats 
She never dogg'd a beggar frorn her lawn, 
And he would hang all dogs that will not fawn. 
Yet, Clerk of Taxes, Magistrate, and Squire, 
Why K) be Premier may not he aspire ? 
But what is he that haunts this upstart's door^ 
Yon fat, good fellow, who detests the poor — 
■Yon mass of meanness, baseness, grease, and 

bone — 
Yon jolly soul, that weighs just eighteen stone? 
Unmatch'd in quibble, great in If and But, 
Sublime in cant, superlative in smut ; 
He jests as none but British worthies can. 
Laughs at despair, spurns, tramples, fallen man, 
Condemns misfortune for its wrongs and wo. 
And bids his victim thank him for a blow. 
Sworn friends are they. Squire Woolpack and 

Squire Brush ; 
One is their creed — "Impoverish! torture! 

. crush!". 
Behold two models, unexcell'd on earth. 
Of British wisdom, loyalty, and worth ! 

VIII. 
Broad Beech ' thyself a grove ! five hundred 

years, 
Speak in thy voice of bygone hopes and fears ; 
And mounifuUy — how mournfully! — the breeze 
Sighs through thy boughs, and tells of cottages 
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Taat, happy once, beneath thy shadow gaz'd 
On poor men's fields, which poor men's cattle 

graz'd! 
Now, where three cotters and their children 

dwelt, 
The lawyer's pomp alone is seen and felt ; 
And the park-entrance of his acres three 
Uncrops the ground which fed a family. 
What then ? All see he is a m"lan of state. 
With his three acres, and his park-like gate ! 
Besides, in time, if times continue dark. 
His neighbour's woes may bay his gate a park. 
O, then, let trade wear chains, that toil may find 
No harvests on the barren sea and wind ; 
Nor glean, at home, the fields of every zone. 
Nor make the valleys of all climes his own ; 
But, with the music of his hopeless sigh. 
Charm the blind worm that feeds on poverty ! 

IX. 

Lo ! where the water-caster once abode. 
The pinfold, erst his garden, skirts the road ! 
His ample cot, erewhile not ample call'd. 
Is now with lath and lime par tition- wall' d : 
The humble dwelling of the leech divine 
Makes six large styes for thirty human swine. 
Oh ! could he see what woes his house contains, 
What wretched remnants cram its broken panes, 
How would he swell with righteous rage, and 

ban 
Ice-hearted Law's forc'd charity to man ! 
For warmer heart than his did never beat 
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Dup'd by himself, yet hated he deceit; 

And, pleas' d, he taught my boyhood how to 

draw 
The wo-mark'd cowslip, and the thnish-loy'd 

haw ; 
And how to make sweet pictures of wild flowers, 
CuU'd in lone lanes, when glow*d the sultry 

hours, 
Then press' d, and dried, and all on lawn dis- 

pread, 
To look as infants do, that smile when dead. 
Learned he was : nor bird nor insect flew 
But he its leafy home and history knew ; 
Nor wild-flower deck'd the rock nor moss the 

well 
But he its name and qualities could tell. 
Yes, he was learned — not with learning big, 
Like yon budge doctor of the whip and wig, 
Who writes in Latin, sucks the sick select. 
Speaks in the Babylonish dialect. 
And drives his pair. Great man, sir ! — all who 

thrive 
Are cur'd of colds and cash, by Doctor Drive. 
Behold his mansion, southward of the grove. 
Complete with coach-house — piggery — alcove I 
And, mark ! the entrance hath an air of state— 
Not copied from the lawyer's park-like gate ! 
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Where the swung Turkey, with its plumage 

rough, 
Welcomes all loyal men who drink enough, 
The flying curate lodges — doom'd to say 
Three well-known sermons every Sabbath-day. 
His donkey, like a rat without a tail, 
Cost fifty shillings, and o'er hill and dale 
Bears his lean master, at a hunter's pace, 
Duly as comes his weekly steeple-chase. 
The Rector — a queer plural, one and three, 
Yet not quite singular in trilogy— 
Who, scandal says, is cousin to my Lord — 
Would pay him better, but he can't afford. 
He lives, they say, in London, and so forth ; 
His country house is somewhere in the North. 
Mine host much missed him when he left the 

lodge. 
For fewer warrants summon Jem and Hodge. 

XI 
Hail, ancient Inn ! once kept by Margaret Rose, 
Ere England's wrongs began, and labour's woes; 
Inn of the Happy Village ! where, of old. 
Before the bright yule clog, my father told 
His well-known story of the wolf and child. 
While — not at him — the tickl'd youngsters 

smil'd; 
And sturdy peasants, and the annual guest, 
Prais'd the stout ale, but thought their own was 

best. 
When Margaret reign' d, no wanderer pass'd thy 

door: 
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Dame Margaret's heart felt ever for the poor^ 
And, well they knew, to homeless son or sir© 
She ne'er denied a seat beside the fire, 
Nor ciirs'd away the widow, stooping low 
Beneath the double weight of age and wo. 
But times are chang'd and alter'd is the inn, 
For God is wroth,and Britain rife with sin. 
The village, happy once, is splendid now ' 
And at the Turkey reigns, with knotted brow 
Stilfaa a mile-stone, set up in his bar. 
Vice- regal Constable and Bailiff, Marr, 
Who nods his *' yes," and frowns his fatal " no." 
Wo to the scrimp that ventures near him, wo ! 
He, she, or it — '* swag's nifle, skink, or trull," 
Shall find a bed, or Wakefield's gaol is full ! 
Great man, John Marr ! He shoots — or who 

else may ? 
He knows my Lord, is loyal, and can pay. 
The poor all hate him, fenr him — all save one; 
Broad Jem, the poacher, dreaded is by John. 
To draw him drink, objects nor man nor maid; 
The froth is brought, Jem winks, and John is 

paid; 
For John, who hates all poachers, likes poor 

While Jem, so kind to others, growls at him ; 

eyes meet, the tax-made 

soul, if son I he have, 
-lit by hritern light. 

Or slug bang'd ihrou^hhim at the do;\d of night. 

Yet great is ho I rich, prudent, tried, and true: 



Quakes in his inmost 
Thinkin«x of wensanJ 
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Ho snores at sermon in his curtained pew- 
He knows the Steward — ^Iie is known afar 
To magistrates and bums — great man, John 
Marr' 

xn 

Where yon red villa flares before the wood, 

The cottage of my Hannali's father stood ; 

That woodbinM cottage, girt with orchard trees, 

Last left, and earliest found, by birds and bees : 

And where the river winds, gnarled oaks be- 
tween, 

Squatter'd his drake, and di\'ing ducks were 
seen; 

While scooting hares oft sought this summit 
bare, 

If lightning glinted through the glooming air. 

But where dwells Hannah now ? And where 
is he ? — 

Gone, like the home of her nativity. 

And what vain dame, and what suburban 
Thane, 

The site of Hannah's lovely home profane ? 

Who dash'd the plum-trees from the blossomy 

f From bank to bank, who threw tne baby bridge, 
1^ Where the huge elm, which twenty bullocks 
'* drew, 

Plank'd o'er with ash, and rootless, sternly 
grew, 
^ While plumy ferns wept o'er the waters dark, 
* Sad for his fall ; and,^ rooted in his bark. 
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A world of mosses forested ilie side 

Of that fall'n Forest King, to soothe his pride f 

What dandy Goth the heav'n-made arch dia- 

plac'd, 
To shew in painted spars his want of taste 7 
A mortgag'd magnate and a sage is he : 
His maxims have a deep philosophy. 
*' Hateful," he saith, " and vulgar is the flat, 
Who deigns to see a poor man touch his hat, 
Or serves a beggar, though her curtsey fall, 
Or of the rabble does not take the wall." 
Squire Grub is proud — for pride and meanness 

blam'd. 
Yet poor as proud, and of his wants asham'd. 
Lo! there he struts — the silk-legg'd King of 

Cant! 
Who thanks thp Blessed powers for crime and 

want. 
Prays to his Demon of Despotic sway 
And hymns his God of Carnage ? Let him 

pray ! 
Yes, pray for strength or weakness, to sustain 
The weight of scorn that will crush in his brain. 
Ere from the Workhouse, like a ghost, he go 
To mate with madmen, in their den of wo. 
And tell them that he is not poor — not he ;— 
But lord of vast estates — in Chancery ! 

xni. 

Path of the quiet fields ! that oft of yore 
Caird me at morn, on Shenstone*s page to 
pore: 
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O poor man's footpath! where, at evening's 

close, 
He stoop' d, to pluck the woodbine and the 

rose, 
Shaking the dew-drops from the wild-briar 

bowers, 
That stoop' d beneath their load of summer 

flowers. 
Then ey'd the west, still bright with fading 

flame, 
As whistUng homeward by the wood he came ; 
Sweet, dewy, sunny, flowery foot-path, thou 
Art gone for ever, like the poor man's cow ! 
No more the wandering townsman's Sabbath 

smile — 
No more the hedger, waiting on the stile 
For tardy Jane — no more the muttering bard, 
Startling the heifer, near the lone farm-yard — 
No more the pious youth, with book in hand, 
Spelling the words he fain would understand, 
Shall bless thy mazes, when the village bell 
Sounds o'er the river, soften' d up the dell : 
But from the parlour of the loyal inn. 
The Great Unpaid, who cannot err nor sin. 
Shall see, well-pleas'd, the pomp of Lawyer 

Ridge, 
And poor Squire Grub's starv'd maids, and 

dandy bridge, 
Where youngling fishers, in the grassy lane. 
Purloin' d their tackle from thi brood-mare's 

mane— 

And truant urchins, by the river' l \»rink, 
12 
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Caught the fledgM throstle as it stooped to 

drink — 
Or with the ramping colt all joyous play'd, 
Or scar'd the owlet in the blue-bell*d shade. 

XIV. 

Churl Jem ! why dost thou thrust me from the 

wall? 
I hack no cab, I sham no servant's hall : 
Coarse is my coat: — ^how have I earn'd thv 

curse? 
Suspectest thou there's money in my purse ? 
I said, "Good day, sir," and I touch' d my hat: 
Art thou, then, vulgar, as the Sage is flat ? 
Alas ! that Sage sees not in thy fierce eyes 
Fire-flooded towers, and pride, that shrieks and 

dies; 
The red-foam'd deluge, and the sea- wide tomb ; 
The arm of vengeance, and the brow of doom ; 
The grin of millions o'er the shock of all — 
A people's wreck, an empire's fimeral ! 
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PART II. 
THE WANDERER DEPARTED. 



I. 

DsAR Village ! changed- how changed from 

what thou wcrt ! 
Thy good to bane thy beggar-kings convert. 
They say that, discontented with our lot, 
We envy wealth, because we have it not ; 
That, could we call yon glowing pile our own, 
No wight alive would hear our tuneful groan. 
They ask why writhes the serpent on our brow? 
When prospered England as she prospers 

now? 
They err. We envy not the pomp we see. 
But hate that wealth which makes our poverty. 
If talent thrive, and enterprise prevail, 
Restore to rustic toil his beef and ale ; 
Be few, or meuiy, splendid, as they can, 
But let not misery make a iienc of man ! 
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Yes splendid mansions now these shades adorn. 
But wretched children in these huts are bom ' 
There dwell the heirs of unremitting toil, 
Who till, but not in hope, a teeming soil, 
While Erin's hordes contest with them the 

plain, 
And competition low'rs the price of pain. 
What though proud homes their lofty roofs up- 
rear. 
If humble homes and comfort disappear ? * 

baneful splendour ! that but glitters o'er 
What may be ruin, and is bliss no more ! 

As beacon's fired on some far mountain's brow, 
Shimmer o'er hamlets, black with plague, be- 
low. 
Where health once glow'd in every fearless face, 
And in the motions of all forms was grace— 

1 look on pomp, that apes a bloated crew, 
While beggar' d millions hate the biggen'd few. 
Like rocks of ice our fatal wealth is found ; 

I^ ot like the sea that spreads those rocks around : 
Hark ! o'er their peaks a wild and bird-like wail 
Tells of approaching thunder, fire, and hail ! 
Lo! at their feet, while cold and bright they 

sleep, 
Mines hunger's fathomless and bo mdless deep ! 

III. 

Feast of the Village ! — yearly held, when June 
Sate with the rose, to hear the goldspink's tune, 
And lovers happy as the warbling bird, 
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Breath' d raptures sweeter than the songs they 

heard, 
Stealing through lanes, sun-bright with dewy 

broom, 
By fragrant hedge-rows, sheeted o*er with 

bloom ; — 
Feast of the Happy Village ! where art thou f 
Pshawl thou wast vulgar — we are splendid now. 
Yet, poor man's pudding! — ^rich with spicy 

cnimbs, 
And tiers of currants, thick as both my thumbs— 
Where art thou, festal pudding of our sires ? 
Gone, to feed fat the heirs of thieves and liars ; 
Gone, to oppress the wrong' d, the true, the 

brave. 
And, wide and deep, dig Poland's second grave 
Gone, like the harvest pie, a bullock's load, 
Four feet across, with crust six inches broad ; 
Gone, like poor England's Satrap-swallow'd 

store ; 
Gone, as her trade will go, to come no more ! - 
Well, let it go, and with it the glad hours 
That yearly o'er kind hearts shed cottage flow- 
ers. 
Nor sisters' daughters now, nor sons of sons, 
Shall seek the bridge, where still the river runs, 
And ])less the roof where busy hands prepar'd 
The Icstal plenty which their fathers shar'd; 
\VIi..n, round their grandsire met, his numerous 

nt^e 
Pclu^ld \\w\x children's children in his face ; 
S r.v i.i h:c« pyes the light of suns gone down : 
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And hoped they saw in his white locks their 

own. 
No more, no more, beneath his smile serene. 
The generations shall in joy convene, 
All eager to obey the annual call. 
And twang the cord of love that bound them all. 

IV. 





When daisies blush, and windflowers wet with 

dew; 
When shady lanes with hyacinths are blue ; 
When the ehn blossoms o'er the brooding bird, 
And, wild and wide, the plover's wail is heard, 
Where melts the mist on mountains far away, 
*Till morn is kindled into brightest day ; 
No more the shouting youngsters shall convene, 
To play at leap-frog on the village-green, 
While lasses ripening into love, admire, 
And youth's first raptures cheer the gazing sire. 
The Green is gone ! and barren splendours 

gleam. 
Where hiss'd the gander at the passing team, 
And the gay traveller from the city prais'd 
The poor man's cow, and, weary, stopp'd and 

gaz'd. 

V. 

Where yon broad mansion's tax-built drawing- 
room 
Displays its cornic'd-sjold, dwelt Mary Broom- 
Close by the marble hearth her garden smil'd— 
The vvidow'd mother of an only child. 
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I saw her to the house of marriage move, 
And weeping o'er the grave of hope and love. 
Now, where the wo- worn and the weary rest, 
The child is sleeping on its mother's breast. 
Not long she mourii'd in duty's lonely shade- 
No praise expecting — and she ask'd no aid, 
But toil'd and faded silently, and stood 
Alike unnotic'd by the bad and good, 
Dropping meek tears into the sea of days. 
Like a pale ilowcr, that, all unseen, displays 
Its pensive beauty on a river's brink ; 
While overhead the stars rush wild and wink ; 
And shadows, cast on earth, at night's bright 

noon. 
Move with the clouds, that chase the full-orb'd 

moon. 
Oh, happy ! with her own proud crust supplied, 
In licr own bed, a Britoness she died ! 
In her own shroud her modest state she keeps ! 
In her own coffin, gloriously, she sleeps ! — 
Not thus the brother of her soul will die ; 
O'er him, poor pauper, none will heave a sigh; 
No windflower, emblem of his youth, be laid 
To blush for promise in its bloom decay'd ; 
Nor, emblem of his age, and hopeless pain, 
The dismal daisy of sid autumn's wane: 
But Workhousti idiots, and the linipini; slave, 
In four rough boards shall bear him to his grave. 



Where is the Com»i»on, once with blessing! 
rich — 
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The poor man's Common ? — ^like the poor man^m 

flitch 
And well-fed ham, which erst his means allow' d, 
'Tis gone to bloat the idle and the proud ! 
To raise high rents ! and low'r low profits !— O, 
To-morrow of the furies ! thou art slow ; 
But where, thou tax-plough'd waste, is now the 

hind 
Who leanM on his own strength, his heart and 

mind? 
Where is the matron, with her busy brow ? 
Their sheep — ^where are they ? and their famous 

cow? 
Their strutting game-cock, with his many 

queens ? 
Their glowing hoUyoaks, and winter greens ? 
The chubby lad, that cheer' d them with his 

look, 
And shar'd his breakfast with the home-bred 

rook? 
The blooming girls, that scour' d the snow- 
white piiil. 
Then wak'd with joy the echoes of the vale, 
And, laden homewards, near the sparkling rill, 
Cropp'd the first rose that blush'd beneath the 

hill? 
All vanish'd — with their rights, their hopes, 

their lands ; 
The shoulder-shaking grasp of hearts and hands; 
The good old joke, applauded still as new : 
The wond'rous printed talc, which must be 

tnic; 
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And the stout ale, that shewM the matron's 

skill, 
For, not to be improvM, it mended still ! 
Now, lo ! the young look base, as graybeard 

guile ! 
The very children seem afraid to smile ! 
But not Eifraid to scowl, with early hate, 
At would-be greatness, or the greedy great ; 
For they who fling the poor man*s worth away, 
Root out security, and plant dismay. 
Law of the lawless ! hast thou ' conquered 

Heav'n ? 
Then shall the worm that dies not be forgiv'n. 

VII. 

But yonder stalks the greatest man alive ! 

One farmer prospers now, where prospered five! 

Ah ! where are they ? — wives, husbands, chil- 
dren — where ? — 

Two died in gaol, and one is dying there ; 

One broken-hearted, fills a rural grave ; 

And one still lives, a pauper and a slave. 

Where are their children ? — Some, beyond the 
main, 

Convicts for crime ; some, here, in hopeless 
pain, 

Poor wanderers, blue with want ; and some are 
dead; 

And some, in towns, earn deathily their bread. 

All rogues, they died, or failM — 'twas no great 
harm } 

Why ask who fails, if Jolter gets a fiarm ? 
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Full well thrives ho — the man is not a fool, 

Albeit a tyrant, and his landlord's tooL 

He courses ; he aflbrds, and can afford, 

To keep his blood, and fox-hunt with myLoid. 

He dwells where dwelt the knight, for grey 

hounds famM, 
Who also ynxh. the Satrap coursed and gamM ; 
The last of all the little landed Thanes, 
Whose acres bound his Lordship's wide do 

mains. 

VIII. 

Oh, happy, if they knew their bliss, are they 
Who, poor themselves, unbounded wealth sur 

vey ; 
Who nor in ships, nor cabs, nor chariots go, 
To view the miracles of art below ; 
But, near their homes, behold august abodes, 
That like the temples seem of all the gods ! 
Nor err they, if they sometimes kneel in pray'r 
At shrines like those, fi)r God-like powers are 

there ; 
Powers that on railroads base no treasures 

waste. 
Nor build huge mills, that blush like brick at 

taste, 
Where labour fifteen hours, for twice a groat, 
The half angelic heirs of speech and thought : 
But pour profusion from a golden hand. 
To deck with Grecian forms a Gothic land. 
Hence, yeoman, hence ! — thy grandsire's land 

resign ; 
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Yield, peasant, to my Lord and power divine ! 
Thy grange is gone, your cluster'd hovels fall ; 
Proud domes expand, the park extends its wall ; 
Then kemiels rise, the massive Tuscan grows ; 
And dogs sublime, like couchant kings, repose! 
Lo ! " still-all- Greck-and-glorious" Art is here! 
Behold the paged of a British peer ! 
Admire, ye proud ! and clap your hands, ye 

poor ! 
The father of this kingling was a boor ! 
Not Ispahan, nor Stamboul— -though their 

thrones 
Make Satraps out of dead-men's blood and 

bones. 
And play at death, as God- like power will play — 
Can match free Britain's ancients of to-day. 

IX. 

But me nor palaces nor Satraps please ; 

I love to look on happy cottages ; 

The gems I seek are seen in Virtue's eye ; 

These gauds disgust me, and I pass them by. 

Shew me a home like that I knew of old. 

Ere heads grew hot with pride, and bosoms 

cold ; 
Some frank good deeds, which simple truth 

may praise. 
Some moral grace, on which the heart may 

gaze, 
Some little hopes that give to toil its zest, 
The equal rights that make the labourer blest, 
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The smile in which eternal love we scan, 
And thank his Maker while we look on man. 



I dream' d last night of forests and the sea ! 
My long- lost Hannah ! lives she still for me f 
Is she a matron, lov'd by him she loves ? 
A mother, whom paternal Heav'n approves ? 
Perchance a widow ? Nay, I ^^ould not wed 
The widow of my rival's happier bed. 
Nor came I to oppress her with my gaze, 
Or bring disgrace upon her latter days. 
Forgotten now, perchance, though once too 

dear, 
I yet would sojourn near her — oh, not here ! 
For thou, sweet Village ! proud in thy decline , 
Art too, too splendid for a heart like mine ! 
In England, then, can no green spot be found 
Where men remain whose sympathies are 

sound ? 
There would I dwell ; and, wandering thence, 

draw nigh 
Her envied home — but not to meet her eye : 
Perchance to see her shadow, or again 
Hear her soft voice, with sadly-pleasing pain. 

XI. 

I dream'd I saw her, heard her — but she fled ! 
In vain I seek her — is she with the dead ? 
No meek blue eye, like hers, haih turn'd to mc, 
And deign'd to know the pilgrim of the sea. 
I have not nam'd her — no — 1 dare not name ! 
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When I would speak, why bums Tiy cheek 

with shame ? 
I join'd the schoolboys, where the road is wide, 
I watch'd the women to the fomitain*8 side, 
I read their faces as the wise read books, 
And lookM for Hannah in their wondering 

looks : 
But in no living aspect could I trace 
The sweet May-morning of my Htmnah's face ; 
No, nor its evening, fading into night — 

Sun ! my soul grows weary of thy light ! 

XII. 

1 sought the churchyard where the lifeless lie, 
And envied them — they rest so peacefully ! 

" No wretch comes here, at dead of night," I 

said, 
'* To drag the weary from his hard-carn'd bed ; 
No schoolboy here with mournful relics play, 
And kick ' the dome of thought' o'er common 

clay; 
No city cur snarls here o'er dead-men's bones ; 
No sordid fiend removes memorial stones : 
Tlie dead have here what to the dead belongs. 
Though legislation makes not laws, but 

wrongs." 
I sought a letter'd stone, on which my tears 
Had fall'n like thunder-rain, in other years ; 
My mother's grave I sought, in my despair. 
But found it not ! — Our gravestone was not 

there ! 
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As if he loathM my thoughts, then paua'd a 

space. 
* * Sir," he resum'd, ' ' a sad death Hannah died ; 
Her husband kill'd her, or his own son lied. 
Vain is your voyage o'er the briny wave, 
If here you seek her grave — she had no grave '. 
The terror-stricken murderer fled before 
His crime was known, and ne'er was heard of 

more. 
The poor boy died, sir, uttering fearful cries 
In his last dreams, and with his glaring eyes, 
And troubled hands, seem'd acting, as it were, 
His mother's fate. Yes, sir. Ids grave is there. 
But you are ill ? Your looks make me afraid— 
My God ! how frightfully he shakes the spade !'* 

XIII. 
Oh, welcome once again black ocean's foam ! 
England ! can this be England ? — this my home! 
This country of the crime without a name. 
And men who know nor mercy, hope, nor 
shame? 

Light ! that cheer' st all life, from sky to sky, 
As with a hymn, to which the stars reply ! 
Canst thou behold this land, O holy light ! 
And ilot turn black with horror at the sight ? 
Fall'n country of my fathers ! fall'n and foul 
Thy body still is here, but where the soul ? 

1 look upon a corpse — 'tis putrid clay — 

And fiends possess it. Vampires, quit four 

prey! 
Or vainly tremble, when the dead arise. 
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Clarion' d to vengeance by shrick-ehaken akies, 
And cranch your hearts, and drink your blood 

for nle ! 
Then eat cadi other, till the banquet fail ! 
O thou dark tower that look*8t o*cr ancient 

woods 
To per the tree of fire bnt forth iia buds I 
IJaroniul Keep ! whose ruins, ivy-^own. 
The tinie-touch'd a*h mistakes for living stone, 
(Irrispiiiir ihem with his writhen ro*»is, and fast 
f)i'iih:»g the present to the fuded past ! 
While, cropp'd with every crime, the tax- 

plouffh'd moor. 
Atifl foiUpailis sJolen from the trampled poor. 
And commons, wwn with curses loud and deep, 
Procliiim a hnrve.'-t, which the rich shall reap— 
Call up the iron men of Runnymeed. 
A od bid them look on lords, wliom peasants feed! 
I'hcn — when the worm sinks down at nature's 

«;ro:in. 
And wiih the sliriekinsr heav'ns thv dnuL't-ons 

moan — 
O'er the loud fall of greatness, misery fed, 
liCt their fierce laui»h awake their v;issals dead, 
J'he shuft-fani'd men, whom yet iradiiionnings, 
Wln) serv'd, bur did not lovd. the fear'd of kinifs. 
To join the wunderini^ laugh, and wilder yell. 
While Kngland tlames — '* a garden" and a hell. 

XIV. 

Again upon t!ie dcip I toss aiwl swing I 
The b'jundi;i«,' billow hfts me, like the wing 
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God said — *' Let there be light !" 
Grim dorkneBs felt hia might, 
And fled away ; 
Then startled scaa and mountains cold 
Shone forth, all bright in blue and gold, 

And cried—" 'Tis day ! 'tis day " 
** Hail, holy light !" excUim'd 
The thund'rouH cloud, that flam*d 
O'er daisies white ; 
And, lo ! the rose, in crimson dress* d, 
Loaned sweetly on the lily*s breast ; 

And, blushing, murmur*d-—** Light !** 
Then was the skylark bom; 
Then rose th' embattrd com ; 
Then floods of praise 
FlowM o'er the sanny hills of noon ; 
And then, in stillest night, the moon 
Pour'd forth her pensive lavs. 
Lo, heaven's bright bow is glad! 
Lo, trees and flowers all clad 
In glory, bloom ! 
And shall the mortal sons of God 
Be senseless as the trodden clod. 

And darker tlian the tomb T 
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NOf by the mind of man! 
By the swart artisan ! 
By God, our Sire ! 
Our souls have holy light within, 
And every form of grief and sin 
Shall see and feel its fire. 
By earth, and hell, and heav*n, 
The shroud of souls is riven ! 
Mind, mind alone 
Is light, and hope, and life, and power \ 
Earth's deepest night, from this bless* d hoar, 
The night of minds is gone ! 
** The Press '"all lands shall sing ; 
The Press, the Press we bring, 
All lands to bless : 
O pallid Want ! O Labour stark ! 
Behold, we bring the second ark ! 

The Press ! the Press ! the FreM ! 
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THE DYING BOY TO THE SLOE 
BLOSSOM. 



Befoke thy leaves thou com'st once more. 

White blossom of the sloe ! 
Thy leaves will come as heretofore ; 
But this poor heart, its troubles o'er 

Will then lie low. 

A month at least before thy time 

Thou com' St, pale flower, to me ; 
For well thou know'st the frosty rime 
Will blast me ere my vernal prime, 
No more to be. 

Why here in winter ? No storm lowers 

O'er Nature's silent shroud ! 
But blithe larks meet the sunny showers, 
High o'er the doomed untimely flowers 

In beauty bowed. 

Sweet violets, in the budding grove, 

Peep where the glad waves nm ; 
The wren below, the thrush above. 
Of bright to-morrow's joy and love 
Sing to the sun. 
196 
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The Holy Book unread upon his knee, 

Old Alfred watcheth calm ; 
Till Edwin comes, no solemn prayer prays he, 
Till Edwin comes, the text he cannot see, 

Nor chant the psalm. 

And comes he not ? Yea, from the wind-swept 
hUl 
The cottage-fire he sees ; 
While of the past remembrance drinks her fill, 
Crops childhood's flowers, and bids the unfro- 
zen rill 
Shine through green trees. 

In thought, he hears the bee hum o'er the moor ; 

In thought, the sheep-boy's call ; 
In thought, he meets his mother at the door ; 
In thought, he hears his father, old and poor, 

*' Thank God for all." 

His sister he beholds, who died when he. 

In London bound, wept o'er 
Her last sad letter ; vain her prayer to see 
Poor Edwin yet again : — ^he ne'er will be 

Her playmate more ! 

No more with her will hear the bittern boom 

At evening's dewy close ! 
No more with her will wander where the broom 
Contends in beauty with the hawthorn bloom 

And budding rose ! 
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Oh, l^vc is strength ! love, with divine control, 

Recalls us wTien we roam ! 
In living light it hids the dimm*d eye xoll, 
And gives a dove's wing to the fainting soul, 

And bears it home. 

Ilonie ! — that sweet word hath turned hiB pala 
lip red, 

Relumed his fire less eye ; 
Again rhe morning o'er his cheek is spread ; 
Tho early rose, that seemed for ever dead, 

Returns to die. 

Home ! home ! — Behold the cottage of the moor, 
s ITiat hears the sheep-boy's call ! 
And Hnnnah meets him at the open door 
With faint fond scream; and Alfred, old and 
poor, 
"Thanks God for all!" 

His lip is on his mother's ; to her breast 

She clasps him, heart to heart ; 
His hands between his father's hands an 

pressed ; 
They sob with joy, caressing and caressed t 

How so«m to part ! 

Why should thev know that thou so soon, O 

Death ! 
Wilt pluck him. like a wf-ed ? 
Why fear consunipjiun i:i hi*? quick-drawn 

breath ? 
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Why dread the hectic flower, which blossometh 
That worms may feed ? 

They talk of other days, when,* like the birds, 

He culled the wild flower's bloom, 
And roamed the moorland, with the houseless 

herds; 
They talk of Jane's sad prayer, and her last 
words, 
*' Is Edwin come ?" 

He wept. But still, almost till morning beamed. 
They talked of Jane — then slept. 

But, though he slept, his eyes, half open, 
gleamed ; 

For still of dying Juno her brother dreamed, 
And, dreaming, wept. 

At mid-day he arose, in tears, and sought 

The churchyard where she lies. 
He found her name beneath the snow-wreath 

wrought ; 
Then, from her grave, a knot of grass he 
brought, 
With tears and sighs. 

The hour of parting came, when feelings deep 

In the heart's depth awake. 
To his sad mother, pausing oft to weep, 
He gave a token, which he bade her keep 

For Edwin's sake. 
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It was a grassy sprig, and auburn tress, 

Together twined and tied. 
He left them, then, for ever ! could they less 
Than bless and love that type of tenderness f-* 

Childless they died ! 

Long in their hearts a cherished thought they 
wore; 
And till their latest breath, 
Blessed him, and kiss'd his last gift o*er and 

o'er; 
But they beheld their Edwin's &ce no more 
In life or death ! 

For where the upheav'd sea of trouble foams. 

And sorrow's billows rave. 
Men, in the wilderness of myriad homes, 
Far from the desert, where the wild flock roanut 

Dug Edwin's grare. 
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Within the sun-lit forest, 

Our roof the bright blue sky, 
Where fountains flow, and wild flowers blow. 

We lift our hearts on high : 
Beneath the frown of wicked men 

Our country's strength is bowing; , 

But, thanks to God ! they can't prevent 

The lone wildflowers from blowing ' 

High, high above the tree-tops. 

The lark is soaring free ; 
Where streams the light through broken clouds 

His speckled breast 1 see : 
Beneath the might of wicked men 

The poor man's worth is dying ; 
But, thank' d be God ! in spite of them. 

The lark still warbles flying ! 

The preacher prays, *' Lord, bless us !" 

'* Lord, bless us !" echo cries; 
" Amen !" the breezes murmur low; 

*' Amen !" the rill replies : 
The ceaseless toil of wo-worn hearts 

The proud with pangs are paying ; 
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But here, O God of earth and heaven 
The humble heart is praying ? 

How softly, in the pauses 

Of song, re-echoed wide, 
The cushat's coo, the linnet's lay, 

O'er rill and river glide ! 
With evil deeds of evil men 

TW affrighted land is ringing ; 
But still, O Lord ! the pious heart 

And soul toned voice are singing ! 

Hush ! hush ! the preacher preacheth 

*' Wo to the oppressor, wo !" 
But sudden gloom o'ercasts the sun 

And sadden' d flowers below : 
So frowns the Lord I — ^but, tyrants, ye 

Deride his indignation, 
And see not in his gather' d brow 

Your days of tribulation ! 

Speak low, thou heaven-paid teacher 

The tempest bursts above : 
God whispers in the thunder : hear 

The terrors of his love ! 
On useful hands, and honest hearts, 

The base their wrath are wreaking ; 
But, Aank'd be God ! they can't prevent 

The storm of heav'n from speaking. 
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THOMAS 



Thou art not dead, my son ! my son ! 

But God hath hence removed thee : 
Thou canst not die, my buried boy, 

While lives the sire who lov*d thee. 
How canst thou die, while weeps for thee 

The broken heart that bore thee ; 
And e*en the thought that thou art not 

Can to her soul restore thee ? 
Will grief forget thy willingness 

To run before thy duty ? 
The love of all the good and true, 

That filled thine eyes with beauty 7 
Thy pitying grace, thy dear request, 

When others had offended. 
That made thee look as angels look, 

When great good deeds are ended ? 
The strength with which thy soul eustain'd 

Thy ^'oes and daily wasting ? 
Thy prayer, to stay with us, when sore 

That thou from us wast hasting 7 
And4hat last smile, which seem'd to say— 

** Why cannot ye restore me V* 
Thy look'd farewell is in my heart, 

And brings thee still before me. ' 
What though the change, the fearful change, 
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From thought, which left thee nerer. 
To unremembering ice and clay, 

Proclaim thee gone for ever 7 
Thy half-cloB*d lids, thy uptumM eyes. 

Thy still and lifelcra tresses ; 
Thy marble lip, which moves no more, 

Yet more than grief expresses ; 
The silence of thy coffin' d snow. 

By awed remembrance cherish* d ; 
These dwell with me, like gathered Aovrtn, 

That in their April perished. 
Thou art not gone, thou canst not go, 

My bud, my bfastod blossom ! 
The palo rose of thy faded face 

Still withers in my bosom. 
O Mystery of Mysteries, 

That took* St my poor boy from me ! 
What art thou, Death 7 all-dreaded Death ! 

If weakness can overcome thee 7 
We hear thee not ! we see thee not 

E'en when thy arrows wound us ; 
But, viewless, printless, echoless, 

Thy steps are ever round us. 
Though more than life a mystery 

Art thou, the undeceiver. 
Amid thy trembling worshippers 

Thou seest no true believer. 
No ! — but for life, and more than life, 

No fearful search could find thee : 
Tremendous shadow ! who is He 

That ever stands behind thee ? 
The Power who bids the worm deny 
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FLOWERS FOR THE HEART. 





Flowers ! winter flowers ! — ^the child is dead. 

The mother cannot speak : 
O softly couch his little head, 

Or Mary's heart will break ! 
Amid those curls of flaxen hair 

This pale pink ribbon twine, 
And on the little bosom there 

Place this wan lock of mine. 
How like a form in cold white stone, 

The coffined infant lies ! 
Look, Mother, on thy little. one ! 

And tears will fill thine eyes. 
She cannot weep — more faint she grows. 

More deadly pale and still : 
Flowers ! oh, a flower ! a winter rose, 

That tiny hand to fill. 
Go, search the fields ! the lichen wet 

Bends o'er th' unfailing well ; 
Beneath the furrow lingers yet 

The scarlet pimpernel. 
Peeps not a snowdrop in the bower. 

Where never froze the spring ? 
A daisy? Ah! bring childhood's flower! 

The half-blown daisy bring ! 
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Tes, lay the daisy*s little head 
Beside the little cheek ; 

O haste ! the last of five is dead ! 
The childless cannot speak ! 



THE VICARAGE. 



The Vicar^s house is smother'd in its roses, 
His garden glows with dahlias large and new ; 
*^ Bees murmur in his limes the summer 

through ;" 
And on the seat beneath them often dozes 
A better man than Calimmy supposes. 
His living is three hundred pounds a-year ; 
** But not of servants, wife, and children clear." 
He gives away his common right and closes, 
And keeps no horse. When winter strips the 

tree, 
To poor men's homes his wife and daughters go, 
Wiih needful gifts of flannel, food, or fire, 
And made -wines for the sick. Now, would not 

he, 
Who deemM the labourer worthy of his hire. 
Have paid it to this faithful servant ? — No. 



ON SEEING AUDUBON'S « BIRDS OF 

AMERICA. 





** Painting is silent music.*' So said one 
Whose prose is sweetest painting. Audubon f 
Thou Raphael of great Nature's woods and 



Thy living forms and hues, thy phmts, thy 

trees, 
Bring deathless music from the houseleai 

waste — 
The immortality of truth and taste. 
Thou giv'st bright acceiits to the voiceless sod ; 
And all thy pictures are mute hymns to God. 
Why hast thou power to bear th' untraveird 

soul 
Through farthest wilds, o'er ocean's stormy 

roll ; 
And, to the prisoner of disease, bring home 
The homeless birds of ocean's roaring foam ; 
But that thy skill might bid the desert sing 
The sun-bright plumage of th' Almighty's 

wing? 
With his own hues thy splendid lyre is strung ; 
For genius speaks the universal tongue. 
*' Come," cries the bigot, black with pride and 

wine — 
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•' Come and hear me — the Word of God is 

mine !" 
But I," saith He, who paves with suns his car, 
And makes the storms his coursers from afar, 
And, with a glance of his ail-dazzling eye, 
Smites into crashing fire the boundless sky 
*' I speak in this swift sea-bird's speaking eyes, 
These passion-shiver' d plumes, these lucid 

dyes : .. 
This beauty is my language ! in this breeze 
I whisper love to forests and the seas ; 
I speak in this lone flower — this dew-drop 

cold — 
That hornet's sting — yon serpent's neck of 

gold: 
These are my accents. Hear them! and be- 
hold 
How well my prophet-spoken truth agrees 
With the dread truth and mystery of these 
Sad, beauteous, grand, love-warbled myste- 
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Yes, Audubon ! and men shall read in thee 
His language, written for eternity ; 
And if, immortal in its thoughts, the soul 
Shall live in heaven, and spurn the tomb's 

control, 
Angels shall retranscribe, with pens of fire. 
Thy forms of Nature's terror, love, and ire, 
Thy copied words of God — ^when death-struck 

suns expire. 
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RIBBLEDIN ; OR THE CHRISTENING. 
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No name hast thou ! lone streamlet 

That lovest Rivilin. 
Here, if a bard may christen thee, 

ril call the "Ribblcdin;" 
Here, where first murmuring from thine urn, 

Thy voice deep joy expresses ; 
And down the rock, like music, (lows 

The wildne38 of thy tresses. 

Here, while bcnenih the umbrage 

Of Nature's forest bower. 
Bridged o'er by many a fallen birch, 

And watch'd by many a flower, 
To meet thy cloud-descended lore, 

All trembling, thou retirest— 
Here will I murmur to thy waves 

The sad joy thou inspirest. 

Dim world of weeping mosses ! 

A himdred years ago, 
Yon hoary-headed holly tree 

Beheld thy streamlet flow : 
See how he bends him down to hear 

The tune that ceawa never I 
Old as the rocks, wild stream, he seems, 

While thou art young f<»r ever. 
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BIBBLEDIN ; OR THE CURISTElTINa. 

Wildest and lonest streamlet ! 

Gray oaks, all lichen* d o*er ! 
Rush-bristled isles ! ye ivied trunks 

That marry shore to shore ! 
And thou, gnarl'd dwarf of centuries, 

Whose snak'd roots twist abore me ! 
O for the tongue or pen of Bums, 

To tell you how I love ye . 

Would that I were a river, 

To wander all alone 
Throu^ some sweet Eden of the wild, 

In music of my own ; 
And bath*d in bliss, and fed with dew, 

Distill' d o'er mountains hoary, 
Return unto my home in heav'n 

On wings of joy and glory ! 



Or that I were the lichen, 

That, in this roofless cave, 
(The dim geranium's lone boudoir,) 

Dwells near the shadow'd wave, 
And hears the breeze-bow'd tree-top's sigh, 

While tears below are flowing. 
For all the sad and lovely things 

That to^he grave are going ! 

O that I were a primrose, 

To bask in sunny air ! 
Far, far from all the plagues that make 

To»vn-dwelling men despair ! 



^"^ V 



f, 



S20 BIBBLEDIN ; OB THE CRBISTENIHa. 

Then would I watch the buildmg-birds, 
Where light and shade are moving, 

And loYers* whisper, and love's kiss. 
Rewards the lovM and loving ! 

Or that I were a skylark, 

To soar and sing above, 
Filling all hearts with joyful sounds, 

And my own soul with love ! 
Then o'er the mourner and the dead, 

And o'er the good man dying, 
My song should come like bu<& and flowers, 

When music warbles flying. 

O that a wing of splendour, 

Like yon wild cloud, wore mine ! 
Ton bounteous cloud, that gets to give, 

And borrows to resign ! 
On that bright wing, to climes of spring 

I'd bear all wintry bosoms, 
And bid hope smile on weeping thoughts, 

Lik^ April on her blossoms ; 

Or like the rainbow, laughing 

O'er Rivilin and Don, 
When misty morning calleth up 

Her mountains, one by one. 
While glistening down the golden broom. 

The gem- like dew-drop raineth. 
And round the little rocky isles 

The little wave complaineth. 



bibbledin; ob the christeniito. 221 

O that the truth of beauty 

Were married to my rhyme ! 
That it might wear a mountain charm 

Until the death of Time ! 
Then, Ribbledin ! would all the best 

Of Sorrow's sons and daughters 
See Truth reflected in my song, 

Like beauty on thy waters. 

No longer, nameless streamlet, 

That marriest Rivilin ! 
Henceforth, lone Nature's devotees 

Would call thee " Ribbledin," 
Whenever, listening where thy voice 

Its first wild joy expresses, 
And down the rocks all wildly flowi 

The wildness of thy tressee. 



y 



? 



THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 
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A VOICE of grief and anger — 

Of pity mix'd with scorn- 
Moans o'er the waters of the west, 

Through fire and darkness borne ; 
And fiercer voices join it— 

A wild triumplant yell ! 
For England's foes, on ocean slain. 

Have heard it where they fell. 

What is that voice which cometh 

Athwart the spectred sea ? 
The voice of men who left their homes 

To make their children free ; 
Of men whose hearts were torches 

For freedom's quenchless fire ; 
Of men, whose mothers brave brought forth 

The sire of Franklin's sire. 

They speak ! -4he Pilgrim Fathers 
Speak to ye firom their graves ! 

For earth hath muttered to their bones 
That we are soulless slaves ! 

The Bradfords, Carvers, Winslows, 
Have heard the worm complain, 
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A aHOST AT MOON. 

That less than men oppress the men 
Whose sires were Pym and Vane ! 
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What saith the voice which boometh 

Athwart th' upbraiding waves 7 
*' Though slaves are ye, our sons are free, 

Then why will you be slaves ? 
The children of your fathers 

Were Hampden, Pym, and Vane !' 
Land of the sires of Washington, 

Bring forth such men again ! 
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4 GHOST AT NOON. 



The day was dark, save when the beam 

Of noon through darkness broke ; 
In gloom I sate, as in a dream, 

Beneath my orchard oak ; 
Lo ! splendour, Uke a spirit, came, 

A shadow like a iree ! 
While there I sat, and nam*d her name, 

Who once sat there with me. 

I started from the seat in fear ; 
I look'd around in awe ; 





AT Nooir. 

But saw no beauteous spint near, 

Though all that was I saw ; 
The seat, the tree, where oft, in tears, 

She mournM her hopes overthrown, 
Her joys cut oft' in early years. 

Like gather' d flowers half-blown. 

Again the bud and breeze were met, 

But Mary did not come ; 
And e'en the rose, which she had set. 

Was fated ne'er to bloom ! 
The thrush proclaimed, in accents sweet. 

That winter's rain was o'er ; 
The bluebells throng' d around my feet, 

But Mary came no more. 

I think, I feel — ^but when will she 

Awake to thought again ? 
A voice of comfort answers me. 

That God does nought in vain : 
He wastes nor flower, nor bud, nor leaf, 

Nor wind, nor cloud, nor wave ; 
And will he waste the hope which grief 

Hath planted in the grave ? 




HYMN. 



Nurse of the Pilgrim Sires, who sought. 

Beyond the Atlantic foam, 
For fearless truth and honest thought, 

A refuge and a home ! 
Who would not be of them or thee 

A not unworthy son, 
That hears, amid the chained orlfree, 

The name of Washington ? 

Cradle of Shakspeare, Milton, Knox ! 

King-shaming Crom weirs throne ! 
Home of the Russells, Watts, and Lockes ! 

Earth's greatest are thine own: 
And shall thy children forge base chains 

For men that would he free ? 
No ! by thy Elliots, Hampdens, Vanes, 

Ptms, Sydneys, yet to be ! 

No ! — ^for the blood which kings have gorged 

Hath made their victims wise. 
While every lie that Fraud hath forged 

Veils wisdom from his eyes : 
But time shall change the despot's mood : 

And Mind is mightiest then, 
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When turning evil into good, 
And monsters into men. 

If round the ioul the chains are bound 

That hold the world in thraU — 
If tjrrants laugh when men are found 

In brutal fray to fall — 
Lord I let not Britain arm her hands, 

Her sister states to ban ; 
But bless through her all other lands* 

Thy family of Man. 

For freedom if thy Hampden fought ; 

For peace if Fackland fell ; 
For pe^e and love if Bentbam wrote. 

And Burns sang wildly well — 
LfCt Knowledge, strongest of the strong 

Bid hate and discord cease ; 
Be this the burden of her song : 

'* LoTe, Liberty, and Peace !'* 

Then, Father, will the nations all, 

As with the sound of seas. 
In universal festival. 

Sing words of joy, like these . — 
Let each love all, and all be free. 

Receiving as they give ; 
L<Md ! — Jesus died for hive and ThM ! 

So let thy children live ! 
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TO THE BEAMBLE FLOWES. 



*Ti8 toirs reward that sweetens industry, 
As love inspires with strcngtli th* enraptnr'd 
thmsb. 

To fall'n humanity our Father said, 
That food and bliss should not bo found 
unsought ; 
That man should labour for his daily bread ; 
But not that man should toil and sweat for 
nought. 

Not that the best should live a living death, 
To give the worst a beastly sense of life ; 

And waste in servitude their fleeting breath. 
Waging with care and want a hopeless strifo. 
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TO THE BRAMBLE FLOWER. 
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Tht fruit full-well the schoolboy knowi, 

Wild bramble of the brake ! 
So, put thou forth thy small white rose ; 

I love it for his sake. 
Though woodbines flaunt and roses glow 

0*er all the fragrant bowers. 
Thou needst not be ashamed to shew 

Thy satin-threaded flowers ; 






T^ 



m 



TO THE BRAMBLE FLOWER. 
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For dull the eye, the heart is dull, 

That cannot feel how fair, 
Amid all beauty beautiful, 

Thy tender blossoms are ! 
How delicate thy gauzy frill ! 

How rich thy branchy stem ! 
How soft thy voice, when woods are still, 

And thou sing*st hymns to them ; 
While silent showers are falling slow 

And, *raid the general hush, 
A sweet air lifts the little bough, 

Lone whispering through the bush ! 
The primrose to the grave is gone ; 

The hawthorn flower is dead ; 
The violet by the moss'd gray stone 

Hatlf laid her weary head ; 
But thou, wild bramble ! back dost bring. 

In all their beauteous power. 
The fresh green days of life's fair spring, 

And boyhood's blossomy hour. 
Scorn' d bramble of the brake ! once more 

Thou bid'st me be a boy. 
To rove with thee the woodlands o'er. 

In freedom and in joy. 
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BYRON. 



O'er Byron's dust our sorrows should be steel'd. 
Or sternly bum, as, burning slow, he died— 
Till one long groan from shuddering Greece 

revealed 
That fate had done her worst ; and o'er the tide 
Loud yell'd the Turk his triumph-howl of pride. 
Yet will they flow, these woman's drops ; for 

thou 
Didst die for woman, though her hand applied 
No gentle pressure to thy fever' d brow : 
O Byron, ** thou, within, hadst that which pass- 

eth show !" ^ 

Thou, B3rron,wast— like him,the iron-crown'd— 
Thought-stricken, scorch' d, and " old in mid- 
dle age." 
" All -naked feeling's" restless victims boimd, 
ill could renown your secret pangs assuage. 
Two names of glory in one deathless page ! 
Both unbelov'd, both peerless, both ezil'd, 
And prison' d both, though one could choose 

his cage; 
Dying ye call'd, in vain, on wife and child ; 
And in your living hearts the worm was domi- 
ciled. 
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A FOOB affiighted worm, 

Where sky and mountain meet, 
I stood before the storm, 

And heard his strong heart beat. 
He drew his black brows down — 

My knees each other smote : 
The mountains felt his frown, 

His dark unutter'd thought. 
The mountains, at his scowl, 

Pray'd mutely to the skies : 
He spoke, and shook my soul ; 

He scorch'd me with his eyes. 
Alone, beneath the sky, 

I stood the storm before : 
No ! God, the Storm, and I— 

We trode the desert floor ; 
High on the mountain sod, 

The whirlwind's dwelling-place 
The Worm, the Storm, and Grod 

Were present, face to £ice. 
From earth a shadow brake. 

E'en where my feet had trode ; 
The shadow laughed and spake 

And shook his hand at God. 
Then up it rear'd its head. 



331 



S32 EPiaRAM. 

Beneath the lightning's blaze ; 
" Omnipotent !" it said, 

" Bring back my yesterdays." 
God smiled the gloom away ; 

Wide earth and heav'n were bright; 
In light my shadow lay, 

I stood with God in light ; 
With Him who wings the storm. 

Or bids the storm be still, 
The shadow of a worm 

Held converse on the hill. 



EPIGRAM. 



Life is short, and time is swift 
Roses fade, and shadows shift , 
But the ocean and the river 
Rise and fall and flow for ever : 
Bard ! not vainly heaves the- ocean ; 
Bard ! not vainly flows the river ; 
Be thy song then, like their motion, 
Blessmg now, and blessing ever. 
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BOOK I. 

What marvel, Laura, if tfiy minstiel shun 
The peopled waste, the loneliness of crowds t 
I love the streams, that mirror as tJbey run 

' The voiceless clouds. 

The stillness of Almighty Power is here, 
And Solitude — the present Deity — 
Throned on the hills that meet the bending 
sphere. 

How silently! 
O look around thee ! On those rocks sublime, 
Th* impression of eternal feet is seen ! • 
These mountains are the eldest-bom of Time, 

Still young and green ! 
What nobler home, what holier company 
For Love and Thought, than forests and the 

heath, 
Where life*s Great Cause, in his sublimity, 

Dwells lone aa Death ? 
What scene more iit than this, though wild and 

drear, 
With Heav*n, the universal sea, above. 
To prompt the song most sweet to lady's ear— • 
The lay ff Love? 
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Hcar*8t thou the murmur of the living riA, 
That ever seeks the valley, green and still, 
GUding from view, love-listening groves be* 

tween, 
And most melodious when it flows unseen ? 
What though, at times, the sun in wrath retire. 
And o*er its course the clouds dissolve in fire f 
Soon bend the skies in brighter beauty fair, 
And see, where'er it flows, their image there. 
Softly it steals beneath the lucid sky ; 
So, Love's lone stream steals to eternity. 
How the flowers freshen where the waters glide, 
And seem to listen to the limpid tide ! 
So bless' d is he whose life serenely flows, 
Reflecting golden clouds, and many a rose. 
He hears heav'n's voice in every warbling 

grove, 
And sees in every flower the smile of Love. 
Love ! eldest Muse ! Time heard thine earliest 
lay 
When light through Heaven led forth the new- 
born day. 
The stars, that give no accent to the vdnd. 
Are golden odes and music to the mind; 
So, passion's thrill is Nature's minstrelsy; 
So, to the young heart. Love is poetry. 
God of the soul ! illumination, caught 
From thy bright glance, in energy to thought; 
And song, bereft of thee, is cold and tame, 
The bard a cinder, uninstinct with flame. 
But when the heart looks through the eyes of 
Love 
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On Nature's form, things lifeless bieathe and 

move ; — 
The dewy forest smiles, dim morning shakes 
The rainbow from his plumage, music wakes 
The dimpled ripple of the azure wave, 
In fiery floods green hills their tresses lave, 
And myriad flowers all bright' ning from the 

dews. 
Day's earth-born stars, their golden beams ef- 
fuse: 
Transported passion bids rocks, floods, and 

skies 
Burst into song, while her delighted eyes 
To all they see their own rich hues impart ; 
And the heart's language speaks to every heart. 
Love, 'twas my heart that named thee ! 
sweetest word 
Here, or in highest Heav'n, pronounced or 

heard ! 
Whether by seraph near the throne above, 
Or soul-sick maiden in the vernal grove. 
Or matron, with her first-bom on her knee. 
Or, sweeter, lisp'd by rose-lipp'd infancy ! 
Yes, Love, my heart did name thee ! not be- 
cause 
Thy mandate gave the bright-hair'd comet laws ; 
Nor that thy hand, in good almightiest, showers 
The overblooming, fiery-petall'd flowers 
Wide o'er the fields of hyacinthine Heav'n ; 
But that to me thy richest smile hath giv'n 
Bliss, tried in pain. So, 'mid my rosy boys, 
In joy and grief, I sing thy griels and joys. 



^-ti 



^ 



a 



M^ 



e 




fi 



^ 



236 



LOVE. 







BlessM is the hearth, when daughters gird 
the fire, 
And sons, that shall be happier than their sire 
Who sees them crowd around his evening chair, 
While Love and Hope inspire his wordless 

pray*r. 
O from their home paternal may they go. 
With little to unlearn, though much to know ! 
Them may no poison' d tongue, no evil eye 
Curse for the virtues that refuse to die ; 
The generous heart, the independent mind 
Till truth, like falsehood, leaves a sting behind ! 
May temperance crown their feast, and friend- 
ship share ! 
May pity come. Love's sister spirit, there ! 
May they shun ♦ baseness, as they shun the 

grave ! 
May they be frugal, pious, humble, brave ! 
Sweet peace be their' s, the moonlight of the 

breast. 
And occupation, and alternate rest ; 
And, dear to care and thought, the rural walk ! 
Their' s be no flower tkat withers on the stalk. 
But roses cropp'd, that shall not bloom in vain, 
And Hope's blessed sun, that sets to rise again! 
Be chaste their nuptial bed, their home be sweet, 
Their floor resound the tread of little feet : 
Bless'd beyond fear and fate, if bless'd by thee, 
And heirs, O Love, of thine eternity! 
Young Devotee, whose fond and guileless 
heart 
Feels, for the first time, Love's delicious smart! 
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Now — while the sun his crimson radiance show- 
ers, 
And stars the green night of the woods with 

flowers, 
That hung, like rubies, on each trembling thorn. 
Outshine the myriad opals of the mom — 
Now take thy lonely walk of ecstasy; 
The sun is in the west, young Devotee ! 
Or, wilt thou seek thine idol proud and fair, 
To throw thee at her feet and worship there 
The might serene of beauty on her throne, 
And feel her power almighty o*er thy own ? 
Then— as a cloud, athwart the desert cast, 
Relieves the wretch who tracks the sand 

aghast — 
If but a ringlet tremble on her cheek, 
Or, if her lips but move, and seem to speak. 
Or, evening brighten in her eye divine, 
How sweet a pain, young Devotee, is thine ! 
But deeper transport far, and sweeter pain, 
For Love's victorious votaries remain. 
O may'st thou ne'er, like hapless Tasso, know 
Ambitious Love's excess of maddening wo ! 
But long, and long thy bride and truth's to be, 
May beauty smile or weep in bliss with thee ; 
Nor live, like sad Miranda, to deplore. 
Where savage grandeur crowns some alien 

shore, 
Connubial widowhood in hated arms. 
And curse, with every kiss, her tatal charins i 
Oh, bless' d, who drinks the bliss thtt 
Hymen yields. 
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And pluck'i life' a 
Thoiigli in hii ' 

Kia presence hallows BcpaTntiaa's trera. 
Oh ! tliisp'il in cireama, lor his delay'd 
Kond arms nrc eirolch'd, and Epeci-hleH 

Love o'er hii fever'd BOul sbcda l< 
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And uxin the tiiiieal form thai walks below 
l^liull bleas )hc name of p.ircnl in her wo : 
r'uon o'er hci bube Bholl branihe n mother's 



.. a sniito his blue eye lo the day. 
lint where sliall poesy (a culnnrH rhooae 
To paint the matron morning sprinkling dewi 
O'er half-llown llowrrti, that pay their early 

breath 
In tribiuo to the Lord of Hie and death, 
Wiia bide the lurid blush of nature glow 
Till anii:elB ue another HoaTen below, 
Dimpli's Ibedcep wiih every bree» that blowt, 
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When soils and daughters rush to thy embrace, 
And Love is painted on each rosy f&ce ! 
E'en in the vale of poverty and gloom. 
Thy joys, like heath-flowers on the moorland, 

bloom. 
And o'er thy child of ignorance thy sigh 
Is wordless pray'r, and not imheard on high. 
But crow^n'd with knowledge, best Instructress 

thou! 
Tuition smiles seraphic on thy brow. 
What though Contempt, with simpering sneer 

aside. 
Deems all thy teaching labour misapplied ? 
What though around thee move the slaves of 

gain 
Who oft inflict, but seldom pity pain ; 
Still pointing, as they shake the sapient head, 
At talent's rags, and learning's sons half-fed ? 
Thy children's worth, maturing day by day. 
Thy children's glory, shall thy cares repay ; 
And they shall fajess thine age with accents 

kind. 
E'en as his daughter nursed Ferdoosi blind. 
When three times thirty years and ten had shed 
Illustrious Winter on his honour' d head. 
A soldier, Charles shall Wolfe's renown tran- 
scend. 
Proud to avenge his country, or defend, 
John, grave in childhood, on the soul shall 

shower 
The Gospel-dews, with renovating power ; 
Sublime instruction from his lips shall flow 
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And Mercy's antidote for sin and wo. 
Matilda's name shall shine, admir'd aiari 
In Fame*s blue night, a new, and lovely start 
May she not hope for glory's bright caress, 
Fair, young, ingenious, and a Britoness f 
May she nut hope, where all can judge and feel f 
Where wealth crowns virtue, genius, and 

O'Ncilf 
Where Opie's pages truth and joy impart ? 
Where Owenson and Edge worth paint the 

heart? 
Where, crown* d with terror, Radcliffe rean 

her throue, 
A dread Medea, but a guiltless one ; 
And tragic Baillie stole from Nature's side 
The mantle left by Shakspcarc, when he died f 
But better bliss shall glowing Mary prove, 
Bless'd in a faithful husband's fondest love. 
Then eacli sweet grandchild ou thy heart shall 

rise 
A new existence, rich in ecstasies ; 
And, mother^s mother ! a new name, be given 
To thee, a Heav*n to come, and memory's 

Heav'n. 
Peace, like an infant, slumbering at thy feet. 
Thy day shall melt into the evening sweet ; 
And while elysian breezes fan thy breast, 
Thou shalt sink gently, with a smile, to rest ; 
And many a relative, and many a friend. 
And many a tear, sliall note thy gentle end. 

When Cook, n sailor's l)oy, with aching eye. 
Gazed from the deep on oft-chmb'd Roeebexry, 
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S While, trembling as she listen'd to tbe Must, 
1 His anxious parent sea- ward wishes catt, 

And fervent pray'r was muto, bui luu axxp- 
pressed, 

Though Love was resignation in her ItVMdf ; 

Why did'st thou not — ^thou happiest imuui of 

joy! 
Bid her chcerM spirit see that deathless boj^' 
Bear rdund the globe Britannia's flag unfiiH'd 
And from th' abyss unknown call forth a woKd f 
Where death-freed wanderers tread celestiil 

shores, 
And silence, in eternal light, adores ! 
Spirit of Jones ! to earth-bom Angels tell 
What sweet instructress taught her child so wel , 
What earthly form is likest their's above, 
And, in thy teacher, bless Maternal Love ! 
When Watts' pale mother, o'er her thought^' I 

child. 
In hope and fear alternate wept and smiled, 
And bore privation that his mind might feed, 
Dare greatest things, and, greatly wise, mu 

ceed ; — 
Though rapture mingled with her bosom's 

smart, 
And sweetest visions tranquillized her heart. 
She could not see him give Improvement births. 
And with his vapoury lever lift the earth. 
E'en the bright promise in the parent's soul 
Mistook and bless' d a portion for the whole ; 
And Love, for once, a timid prophet, told 
16 
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Scarce half the worth that tnlth- taught TinM 

unroU'd. 
In 'Severn's vale, a wan and moonstruck hoy 
Sought, by the daisy's side, a pensive joy ; 
Held converse with the sea-birds as they passed. 
And strange and dire communion with the blast, 
And read in sunbeams, and the starry sky, 
The golden language of eternity. 
Age saw him, and look'd sad; the young men 

smiled ; 
And wondering maidens shunn'd his aq^ect 

wild; 
But He— the ever kind, the ever wise ! 
Who sees through fate, with omnipresent eyes, 
Hid from the mother, while she bless'd her son, 
The woes of genius, and of Chatterton. 

What child is hopeless in his mother's sight f 
Say, then, O thou, whose very tears delight. 
Walks there a wretch, displeased, amid thy 

£k)wers. 
Who, while thy smile illumes hfe's saddest 

hours. 
With serpent hiss malign thy worth denies, 
And views thy transports with disdainful eyes f 
There are, sweet power! who blame thy 

gentle rule. 
And c^ thy hearth of happiness the school 
Where manly hearts, by hate coerced in vain. 
First learn to like, and then to wear a chain. 
Cold, but not wise, a partial task is their's. 
To blame the rich soil for the weed it beazB. 
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What power invincible, on earth, in hea^'n, 
Like Love caii strive with fate, like Love hath 

striven ? 
Thou only spark in man that is divine ! 
If thine is transport, Stoic strength is thine ; 
And calmly cau'st thou smile on danger's fisrm, 
Like rosy summer on the thunder-storm. 
Thine is the hand to act, the heart to dare, 
The soul to feel, the fortitude to bear. 
The breast that softly glows, or bravely bleeds. 
The voice that calls to fame, the step that leads ; 
And time-tried truth and constancy, that prove 
He is no wretch who hath no friend but Love. 
Too oft hath man, his dream of splendour o'er, 
Seen his friend's dog assail him at the door. 
But often, too, when hope within him dies. 
Love clasps him close, though hope despairs 

and flies ! 
So, when o'er Eden waved the fiery brand, 
Our exiled parents wander'd, hand in hand, 
And left} with many a sigh, th' elysian scene, 
A joyless, widow* d bed where bliss had been, 
A solitude of beauty, vainly fair, 
" A flower unseen, that scents the desert air :*' 
Love, and sweet tears, for Eden lost suffice ; 
Though Eden was no longer Paradise ; 
Oft looking back, they went, but side by side— 
The world before them, weeping Love their 

guide. 
Yes, Fortune's faithless wrongs may turn to 

steel 
The flattering foe, that well can feign to feel ; 
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The desperate heart may lean on torture*t thonit 
The sun be darkness tu the eye forlorn ; 
All may be hopolcMi gloom, around, above, 
All, save thy quenchless nmile, heroic Lovet 
Of this bear wiuicsd Denbigh, and thou den. 
Too oft the torturing home of liaplciw men, 
Where Waller's Angel chcer'd him in the tomb, 
And smiled a twihght o'er his dungeon's gloom ! 
Bear witness, too, ye groves of Tankersley, 
And thou, pure rill, whose nky-born melody 
Warbles of hcav'nly peace ! for ye beheld 
(When FaiiHhawc nought, by Cromwell't 

sword compcird, 
His care-worn form beneath your shades to 

bide) 
The mate of Honour by her husband's side ! 
She, when the iron pierced bin soul, was near, 
To bathe his aching tetters with a tear : 
And| when her supplication broke his chain, 
She kiss'd away the mem'ry of his pain. 
And bade him strike, where Druid oaks a»pire, 
The love-taught Lu^ian's care-atwuoging lyre. 
O, sink not then, desponding slave of care ! 
Arise, bo dreadlcss ! why should man despair? 
Lo, woman's love can plant the rock with 

flowers, 
Gild Fate's black storm, when big with death 

it lowers, 
Make owards brave, arm Pity's Imnd to slay, 
At.d •'cMtohe Invasion's hordes in disarray! 

I.MVc ! \vhon nvl R.iiilf, o'f-r \\\v stormy cmt 
Of irtc llclvriia, ruU'd his rve niibliss'd* 
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Thou heard'st thy sons on God and Freedom 

call, 
Thou saw' St thy sons in Freedom's conflict fisdi. 
The infant Tell, when that sad tale is told, 
Lowers, with indignant front, his locks of gold, 
Clangs his small drum, with despot-daring bAod, 
And half assumes his little wooden hrand; 
Rage, wonder, grief, his guiltless heart surprise, 
And all the mother swells into his ojres. 
Then, when th' horizon flamed — a flag of 

doom — 
When pale affiright heard breeze-bom horrors 

boom. 
When blazing hamlets spoke of havock near, 
And beauty paid her hero with a tear 
What wonder, if the virgin helm'd her head, 
Rush'd to the field with thundering volleys red, 
And, by her lover's side, a martial form. 
Tower' d the Bellona of the battle-storm ? 
So, when around thy home war's banners fly, 
And patriots on the threshold fight and die. 
The Matron, then — ^her dreadless husband slain, 
And dead the famish' d child, that lived in vain- 
Climbs with Thalestrian port the leaguered 

wall. 
Where death rides sulphury on the whirling 

baU, 
Fires her loud tube, and on the fiends below 
Shakes from her widow 'd tresses shame and wo. 
To scathe with dread th' Oppressor's cheek 

of flame, 
To ||il Death's gambler at his favourite game ; 
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How fiiir th ' \nntry snabeam when it 
Your foliage wbere no summer leaf is seen, 
Sweetly emVrv^idera earth's white veil with 

green ; 
And your broad branches, proud of storm-tried 

strength, 
Stretch to the winds in sport their stalwart 

length, 
And calmly wave, beneath the darkest hour, 
The ice-bom fruit, the frost-defying flower. 
Let Luxury, sickening in profusion's chair, 
Unwisely pamper his unworthy heir, 
And, while he feeds him, blush and tremble 

too! 
But, Love and Labour, blush not, fear not you ! 
Your children, (splinters from the mountain's 

side,) 
With rugged hands, shall for themselves provide. 
Parent ot valour, cast away thy fear ! 
Mother of men, be proud without a tear ! 
While round your hearth the wo-nursed virtues 

move. 
And all that manliness can ask of Love ; 
Remember Hogarth, and abjure despair. 
Remember Arkwright, and peasant Clare. 
Dums, o'er the plough, sung sweet his wood- 
notes wild. 
And richest Shaksfeare was a poor mai's 

child. 
Sire, green in age, mild, patient, toil-inured 
£ndure thine evils, as thou hast endured. 
Behold thy wedded daughter, and rejoice ! 
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Hear hope's sweet accents in a giandchild's 

voice ! 
See Freedom's bulwarks in thy sons arise, 
And Hampden, Russell, Sidney, in their eyes ! 
And should some new Napoleon's curse subdue 
AH hearths but thine, let him behold them too, 
And timely shun a deadlier Waterloo ! 

Northumbrian vales ! ye saw, in silent pride. 
The pensive brow of lowly Akenside, 
When, poor, yet learn'd, he wander'd young 

and free, 
And felt within the strong divinity. 
Scenes of his youth, wnere first he woo'd the 

Nine, 
His spirit still is with you, vales of Tyne ! 
As when he breathed, your blue-bell'd paths 

along. 
The soul of Plato into British song. 

Bom in a lowly hut an infant slept, 
Dreamful in sleep, and, sleeping, smiled or 

wopt : 
Silent the youth — the man was grave and shy : 
His parents loved to watch his wondering eye : 
And, lo ! he waved a prophet's hand, and gave, 
Where the winds soar, a pathway to the wave ! 
From hill to hill bade air-hung rivers stride, 
And flow through mountains with a conqueror's 

pride : 
O'er grazing herds, lo ! ships suspended sail, 
And Brindley's praise hath wings in every gale ! 
The worm came up to drink the welcome 
• shower ; 
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The redbreast quaff* d the rain-drop in the 

bower; 
The flaskering duck through freahen'd HIiea 

swam; 
The bright roach took the fly below the dam ; 
Romp'd the glad colt, and cropp'd the pensile 

spray; 
No more in dust uprose the sultry way , 
The lark was in the cloud ; the woodbine hung 
More sweetly o'er the chaffinch while he sung ; 
And the wild rose, from every dripping bush, 
Beheld on silvery Sheaf the mirror' d blush ; 
When, calmly seated on his pannier' d ass, 
Where travellers hear the steel hiss as they 

pass, 
A milkboy, sheltering from the transient storm, 
Chalk'd on the grinder's wall, an infant's form ; 
Young Chantrey smiled ; no critic praised or 

blam'd ; 
And golden promise smil'd and thus exclaimed — 
** Go, child of genius ! rich be thine increase ; 
Go — be the Phidias of the second Greece !'* 

Greece ! thou art fallen, by luxury o'erthrown, 
Not vanquish' d by the Man of Macedon I 
For ever fall'n ! and Sculpture fell with thee. 
But from the ranks of British poverty 
A glory hath burst forth, and matchless powers 
Shall make th' eternal grace of Sculpture our's. 
The eternal grace ? Alas ! tlie date assign' d 
To works, call'd deathless, of creative mind, 
Is but a speck upon the sea of days ; 
And frail man's immortality of praise, * 
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A moment to ih' eternity oi Time, 

That is and was, and shall be the sublime, 

The unbeginning, the unending sea, 

Dimensionless as God's iniinity ' 

England, like Greece, shall fall, despoil'd, de- 
faced, 

And weep, the Tadmor of the watery waste. 

The wave shall mock her lone and memless 
shore ; 

The deep shall know her freighted wealth no 
more ; 

And unborn wanderers in the future wood 

Where London staads, shall ask where London 
stood ! 

As melt the clouds at summer's feet sublime. 

The burning forests of noon's fiery clime ; 

So, art and power, with freedom, melt away 

In long prosperity's unclouded ray. 

Let soul-sick minsjrels sing of myrtle bowers, 

And diadem the brow of Love with flowers, 

Matured where earth brings forth the rack and 
scourge, 

And ruthless tortures languid labours urge. 

Slaves ! where ye toil for tyrants, Love is not ; 

Love's noblest temple is^the freeman's cot ! 

What though each blast its humble thatch 
uptear ? 

Bold shall the tyrant be that enters there. 

Look up and see, where, throned on alpine 
snow. 

Valour disdains the bondsman's vales below : 

So, love, companion of the wolf, may roam, 
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?' And in the desert find a boundless home ; 

But will not bow the knee to pomp and pride, 
Where slaves of slaves with hate and iidis 

reside. 
What are the glories that Oppression throws 
Around his vainly-guarded throne of woes; 
The marbles of divinity, and all 
That 'decks pale Freedom's pomp of funeral? 
Let Grandeur's home, o'er subject fields and 

floods. 
Rise, like a mountain clad in wintry woods, 
And columns tall, of marble wrought, uphold 
The spiry roof, and ceilings coved in gold ; 
But better than the palace and the slave 
Is Nature's cavern that o'er looks the wave, 
Rock-paved beneath, and granite-arched above, 
If Independence sojourn there with Love ! 

Star of the heart ! O still on Britain smile 
Of old thy chosen, once thy favour'd isle, 
And by the nations, envious and unblessM, 
Call'd thine and Freedom's Eden in the west ! 
Then hymns to Love arose from every glen, 
Each British cottage was thy temple then. 
But now what Demon blasts thy happiest hand, 
And bids thine exiled offspring crowd the 

strand ; 
Or pens in festering towns the victim swain, 
And sweeps . thy cot, thy garden, from the 

plain ? 
Lo ! where the pauper idles in despair, 
Thy Eden droops, for blight and dearth 

there ! 
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A.nd, like an aiKamn floweret, lingering late, 
Scarce lives a relic of thy happier state — 
A wreck of peace and love, with sadness seen. 
That faintly tells what England once hath been * 
Amid coeval orchards, grey with age. 
Screened by memorial elms from winter's rage. 
Scarce stands a shed, where virtue loves to be 
A hut of self- dependant poverty. 
Where want pines proudly, though distress 

and fear 
Stain thy mute votary with too sad a tear ; 
And yet I feel thine altar still is here — 
Here, where thy Goldsmith's too prophetic 

strain, 
*Mid the few ruins that attest thy reign, 
Deplored the sinking hind, the desecrated plain. 
Alas, sweet Auburn ! since thy bard bewail'd 
*' Thy bowers, by Trade's unfeeling sons as- 

sail'd," • 
How many a village, sweet like thee, hath seen 
Thy once-blessM cottage joyless on the green ! 
Now e'en ** the last of all thy harmless train, 
The sad historian of the pensive plain,*' 
Now "e'en that feeble, solitary thing" 
Hath ceas'd " to bend above the plashy spring ;" 
And her fall'n children breathe their curses 

deep, 
Far from that home of which they think and 

weep. 
Where myriad chimneys wrap their dens in 

shade. 
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Fhey rob the night to ply their sickly trade, 
And weekly come, with aubjngated aool, 
Degraded, lost, to ask the workhouse dole. 
Slow seems the gloomy Angel, slow, to bring 
His opiate cold to hopeless suffering ; 
And, when in death's long sleep their eyes shall 

close, 
Not with their fathers shall their dust repose. 
By hoary playmates of their boyhood laid 
Where never corse-thief plied his horrid trade ; 
Not in the village church-yard, lone and green. 
Around their graves, shall weeping friends be 

seen; 
But surly hasto shall delve their shallow bed, 
And hireling hands shall lay them with the 

dead. 
Where chapmen bargain on the lettered stone, 
Or stumble, careless, o'er the frequent bone. 

How long, O Love! shall loveless Avarice sow 
Despair and sloth, and ask why curses grow? 
Or dost thou give thy choicest gifts in vain,* 
And mock with seeming good the heir of pain? 
God! where thy image dwells must sorrow 

dwell ? 
Must Famine make thy earth her hopeless hell f 
Did thy uplifted aze, Napoleon, find, 
In manless deserts, barren as the wind, 
Food 7 or, when black depopulation shed 
Hunger o'er Moscow, were Gaul's armies fed t 
Why do the clouds cast fatness on the hills ? 
Why pours the mountain bis unfailing riUs f 
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Why teems with flowers the vale — ^with life the 

sky? 
Why weds vnth loveliness utility ? 
Why woos the foodful plain, in blessing bless'd, 
The sons of labour to her virgin breast f 
Why is the transcript of thy Heav'n so fair, 
If man, poor victim ! lives but to despair ? 
O thou, whose brightening wing is plumed 

with light, 
At once that pinion's beauty and its might — 
Thou true Prometheus, by whose lore were 

taught 
To fix on adamant the fleeting thought. 
Star-ruling science, calculation strong, 
The march of letters, and th' array of song! 
Twin-born with Liberty, and child of Love, 
Wo-conqu'ring Knowledge ! when wilt thou 

remove 
Th* opprobrium of the earth — ^the chainM in 

soul? 
When wilt thou make man's deadliest sickness 

whole ? 
Lo ! while our " bearers of glad tidings" roam 
To farthest landsf we pine in gloom at home ! 
And still, in thought, I hear one whirlvnnd past ! 
Still hurtles in my soul the dying blast. 
The echo of a hell of sound, that jarr*d 
The ear of Heav'n, as when his angels warr'd ! 
Terrific drama ! and the actors men ; 
But such may shuddering earth ne'er see again ! 
Unlike her children, less than fiends or more ! 
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And one, of scarcely human grandeur, bore 
World-shaking thunder on his sightless wing ; 
But, when thy spear assaiPd his brandish*d 

sting, 

He waned to half a Csesar. Him the frown 
Of ruin dash' d beneath thy axle down; 
Then horror shook him from his deathlike 

sleep ! 
Then vengeance cast him o'er the troubled 

deep ; 
And, on the winds of retribution hurl'd. 
His demon-shadow still appals the world ! 
When, Knowledge, when will mortals learn thy 

lore? 
They plant thy tree, and water it with gore. 
When wilt thou — when thy power almighty 

prove, 
And bind the sons of men in chains of Love f 
Rise, hope of nations, and assuage their ills ! 
This wills thy Teacher — this thy Parent wills. 
For this, Love taught thy childhood in her 

bower, 
And bade thee syllable her words of power, 
Till brighten' d on thy brow sublimest thought ; 
And she, thy teacher, wonder'd as she taught. 
Or rise and reign, bless' d Power, that lov'st to 

bless ; 
Queen of all worlds, best name of mightiness ! 
Thy book of life to Labour's children give : 
Let Destitution learn to read, and live ; 
And independence, smiling on thy brow, 
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i^ Sing hjrmns to Love and Plenty » o'ar the 
"1 plough ! 

^ Thy kingdom ';ome ! on earth let discord cease ; 
Come thy long Sabbath of bless' d love and 

peace! 
No more let Famine, from her idle hell, 
Unwonted guest, with Love and Labour dwell. 
Till Death stares ghastly-wild in living eyes, 
And at Pride's bloated feet his feeder dies, 
While Luxury, hand in hand with Ruin, moves 
To do the Devil's work, and call it Love's. 
What whirlwind, in his dread magnificence, 
What Samiel blasts, like hopeless indolence t 
And man, when active most, and govern' d best, 
Hath ills enough, insatiate to molest 
His fragile peace — some strong in evil will. 
But weak in act ; and others arm'd to kill, 
Or swift to wouiijd ; — Revenge, with venomouf 

eyes; 
Distrust, beneath whose frown affection dies ; 
Scorn, reptile Scorn, that hates the eagle's 

wing; 
Mean Envy's grubs, that stink, and long to 

sting; 
Mischance, Disease, Detraction's coward dart, 
And the long silence of the broken heart ; 
Nor only these. Tradition is the sigh 
Of one who hath no hope ; and history 
Bears — ^like a river deep, tumultuous, wide- 
Gloom, guilt, and wo, on his eternal tide. 
Nor need we read of regal wrath and hate, 
Troy lost by Love and army-scatt'ring Fate. 
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FOR Blackwood's magaziitx. 



The humbleet hamlet's annals wake a sigh ; 
And could yon cot, hoar with antiquity, 
Relate what deeds within it have been done, 
What hopeless suffering there hath cursed the 

sun, 
The tale might draw down Pride's parched 

cheek severe. 
From Power's hiurd eye, e'en Pinto's iron tear. 



FOR BLACKWOOD'S MAGAZINE. 



The rabble boast their Watt and Bell, 
The rabble of their Brindly tell. 
The rabble mourn their martyr'd Muir, 
And basely praise the basely pure. 
Well, let them (Tailors) patch and plot, 
And hymn the tinker, Margarot ; 
While Hulton, sumam'd Peterloo, 
(As Tory Glory's annals shew,) 
And Castles, Oliver, and Lowe, 
Are Tory Glory's great and true ; 
And saintly Sidmouth, and that sinner 
Blttcherloo, the breadtaz-winner. 
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The loving poor ! — So envy calls 

The ever- toiling poor ; 
But, oh ! I choke, my heart grows faint, 

When I approach my door ! 
Behind it there are living things, 

Whose silent frontlets say, 
They'd rather see me out than in— 

Feet-foremost borne away ! 
My heart grows sick, when home I come— 

May God the thought forgive ! 
If 'twere not for my cat and dog, 

I think I could not live. 

My cat and dog, when I come homei 

Run out to welcome me — 
She, mewing, with her tail on end, 

While wagging his comes he. 
They listen for my homeward stepSi 

My smothered sob they hear. 
When down my heart sinks, deathly dowiii 

Because my home is near. 
My heart grows faint when home I coiiiiO» 

May God the thought forgive ! 
If 'twere not for my dog and cat, 

I think I could not live. 
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I'd rather be a happy bird 

Than, scom'd and loath'd, a king ; 
But man should live while for him liTea 

The meanest loving thing. 
Thou busy bee ? how canst thou choose 

So far and wide to roam 7 
O blessed bee ! thy glad wings say 

Thou hast a happy home ! 
But I, when I come home — O God! 

Wilt thou the thought forgive f 
If 'twere not for my dog and cat, 

I think I could not live. 

Why come they not 7 They do not com* 

My breaking heart to meet ! 
A heavier darkness on me falls-— 

I cannot lift my feet. 
O yes ! they come — they never fidl ' 

To listen for my sighs ; 
My poor heart brightens when it meets 

The sunshine of their eyes. 
Again they come to meet me— God ! 

Wilt thou the thought forgive f 
If 'twere not for my dog and cat, 

I think I could not live. 

This heart is like a churchyard stone ; 

My home is comfort's grave ; 
My plajrful cat and honest dog 

Are all the friends I have — 
And yet my house is filled with friends— 

But foes they seem and are. 
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What makes them hostile ? Ignorance . 

Then let me not despair. 
But O ! I sigh when home I come— 

May God the thought forgive ! 
If *tw«re not for my dog and cat, 

I think I could not live. 
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O BLESSED ! when some holiday 

Brings townsmen to the moor, 
And, in the sunbeams, brighten up 

The sad looks of the poor. 
The bee puts on his richest gold, 

As if that worker knew 
How hardly (and for little) they 

Their sunless task pursue. 
But from their souls the sense of wrong 

On dove-lilie pinion flies ; 
And, throned o'er all, forgiveness sees 

His ima|;e in their eyes. 
Soon tire(^ the street-bom lad lies dowa 

On marjoram and thyme, 
And through his grated fingers sees 

The falcon's flight sublime ; 
Then his pale eyes, so bluely dull, 
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Grow darkly blue with lights 
And his lips redden like the bloom 

O'er miles of mountains bright. 
The little lovely maiden-hair 

Turns up its happy face, 
And saith unto the poor man's heart, 

" Thou'rt welcome to this place." 
The infant river leapeth free, 

Amid the brachen tall, 
And cries, *' FOR EVER there is Owe 

Who reigneth over all ; 
And unto Him, as unto me, 

Thou'rt welcome to partake 
His gift of light. His gift of air, 

, O'er mountain, glen, and lake. 
Our father loves us, want- worn man ! 

And know thou this from me : 
The pride that makes thy pain his couch 

May wake to envy ihee. 
Hard, hard to bear are want and toil, 

As thy worn features tell ; 
But wealth is armed with fortitude. 

And bears thy sufferings welL' 
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You seek the home of taste, and find 

The proud mechanic there, 
Rich as a king, and less a slave, 

Thron'd in his elbow-chair ! 
Or on his sofa reading Locke, 

Beside his open door ! 
Why start ? — why envy worth like hit 

The carpet on his floor ? 

You seek the home of sluttery — 

" Is John at home ?" you say. \ 

** No, sir ; he's at the * Sportman's Amw; 

The dog-fight 's o'er the way." 
O lift the workman's heart and mind 

Above low sensual sin ! 
Give him a home ! the home of taste ! 

Outbid the house of gin ! 

O give him taste ! it is the link 

Which binds us to the skies— 
A bridge of rainbows, thrown acroaa 

The gulph of tears and sighs ; 
Or like a widower's little one — 

An angel in a child— 
That leads him to her mother's chair, 

And shews him how she smil'd. 
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Another wave is swallowM by the sea 

Of sumless waves ! 
Another year, thou past Eternity, 

Hath roird o'er new-made graves ! 
They open yet — to bid the living weep, 

Where tears are vain ; 
While I, unswept into the ruthless deep, 

Storm-tried and sad, remain. 
Why am / spared I Surely to wear away, 

By useful deeds. 
Vile traces, left beneath th' upbraiding spray, 

Of empty shells and weeds. 
If there are deeds, which no repentance need, 

And all can do. 
Why should one heart with vain contrition bleed, 

Self tried, and found untrue ? 
But there are things which time devoureth not ; 

Thoughts, whose green youth 
Flowers o^er the ashes of the unforgot. 

And words, whose fruit is troth. 
Are ye not imaged in the eternal sea, 

Things of to-day ? 
Deeds which are harvest for Eternity ! 

Ye cannot pass away. 
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Why shouts Quebec? Why rolls from all 

her towers 
The peal of gladness, througji the midnight air, 
O'er moving crowds ? Why do her casements 

blaze, 
Her torches flash, in lines of restless light T 
Great Montcalm is returned with victory. 
And moves in triumph through her blazing 

streets. 
Before him glide Canadian maids, white-robed— 
War-widow'd virgins, on whose pensive cheeks 
The blush of health had faded into snow. 
Life, life, how heav'nly graceful are thy forms. 
In joy or sorrow ! Soft as sleep they move, 
High- waving o'er their heads the spotless lawn, 
And scattering roses at his proud steed's feet. 
Quebec pours forth her people, young and-old, 
To see again her great deliverer. 
The war-unchilded mother, and the boy 
Whose sire had fall'n in battle, came abroad ; 
Even the friendless, aged, houseless man 
Cast on his ruin'd dwelling, as he pass'd. 
But one brief glance, then, dancing with the 

young, 
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Followed the glad procession and rejoiced. 
The soldier's widow sought the crowded streets ; 
Oh, deem not that her true heart could forget 
Her low- laid husband ! No ! with mournful 

smiles 
She thought of him and wept ; but while she 

view'd 
The glittering scene, those sad smiles seem'd 

to say, 
*' And he, loo, was a soldier." Did not, then, 
Love-lorn Miranion of the down-cast eye 
Steal to the lattice of her tower to gaze I 
She (stately nun ! angelic exile ! torn 
From nature's bosom !) on the various throng 
Look'd pale and anxious. Soon again she saw. 
Herself unseen, yet mute and timidly, 
Though with energic pensiveness, the lord 
Of her affections, Montcalm. Loftier seem'd 
His martial beauty, darker his large eye, 
With triumph fired ; and god-like he advanced, 
To redivorce her vows. Unliappy maid ! 
Why was she born ? All-ignorant is he 
What cause he hath to feel ennobling pride — 
Miranion loves him ! but he knows it not. 
He reins his foamy steed ; the mighty crowd 
Halts, and is hushed, and living statues hold 
Unnumbered torches still ! She sees no torch, 
She sees no crowd ; her eyes are fixed on him. 
He waves his hand, he bows in act to speak ; 
Forward she bends ; she listens motionless ; 
Hangs on his lips, and breathless drinks hifl 

speech, 
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As if the words that should pronounce her 

death, 
Quiver' d for awfiil utterance on his tongue. 

*' France is victorious ! Ever fortunate ! 
She, mistress of the nations, shall extend 
The Umits of her swaf . Columbia spreads 
The verdure of unbounded wilds, and rolls 
Her rivers rivalled, to load with wealth 
Our noble country ; and the vanquished seas 
Shall bound her greatness with their amplitude ; 
For England, like a wintry sun, descends, 
Nor shall the sloping orb, returned, arise 
Again to glory. Laud the Lord of Hosts ! 
The maple, and the monarch of the woods, 
Magnolia, now in praise lift up their hands, 
To measureless Missouri's serpent folds. 
I see the unborn glory of this land — 
Her sons, high-destin'd, her immortal men, 
The stately children of futurity. 
Laud, then, the God of Battles, my loved 

friends ! 
Calamity hath worn you, war hath sown 
Your streets with wo; but better days ap- 
proach. 
Go to your homes, and to your little ones 
Say — Ruin hath stalked near us, with a frown 
That awed, but blasted not — the storm is past J 
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So said he, hapless in his prophecy. 

And, from the throng retiring, sought repose. 

Then, as a catacomb's vast silence, soon 
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The living scene was hushM ; a silent crowd, 
A peopled solitude — the city slept. 
Time ever moves, the only traveller 
That tires not, rests not ; dilatory man 
May loiter and may pause ; Time pauses not. 
How fast his wings have swept away the hours I 
And lo ! 'tis come ! The important hour is 

come 
That shall make children fatherless, and dash 
Into despair the confident hope of pride ! 
Thou, Quebec, sleepest ! and thy warrior sons, 
In visions, see the host of England worn 
With famine, and subdued without a blow. 
But that unconquered host abjures repose, 
Crowds every boat, and glides, inaudibly 
Down the dark river. Wake, proud city, crest 
Thy rocks with thunder, while they yet are 

thine ! 

Night hears the bat and owlet flit and swim 
Over funereal forests, all asleep ; 
And mighty rivers, and lakes ocetin-like — 
That gaudily deck th' eternal wilderness, 
And round the virgin waist of solitude, 
Enamour' d, twine their long and beauteous 

arms — 
Slumber beneath innumerable stars. 
The snow-white porpoise, rising, starts to hear 
The prow-divided wave. How sweet, O, night, 
Thy diaste and unperturb'd sublimity ! 
Yet, on the shaded river, many a heart 
Aches, as the British boats, with muffled oars. 
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Glide with the stream. Of England's happy 

fields 
Thinks the doom'd soldier, mute — of friends 

and home— 
Of love and quiet— and the parting look, 
Engraven on his heart — of weeping wife— 
Oh ! pev^ more around his neck to clasp 
Her arms, or lift his bahes to kiss their sire. 
Amid the silent faces, there is one 
Most thoughtful. O'er the stern he leans in 

thought, 
Where, thro* the glimmering waves, gleama 

many a face 
Of slaughtered warrior, peaceful in his tomb 
Of waters; for, tho' heaven's bright queen 

towers not 
Above the mountains ; yet, the clouds which 

wreath 
Their highest cliffs, tinged with her mildest 

beams. 
Are visible in magic forms of shade 
And brightness ; and their edges, silver-fringed, 
Tremble, reflected on the glassy stream. 
The shrouded heavens, the solemn hour, the 

vast 
River, the rocks enormous, plumed with pines. 
That cast their calm shades o'er the gliding 

waves, 
Bend to stem sadness Wolfe's o'er-wearied 

mind. 
Ah! soon the battle-crash shall wake theii 

shadesi 
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And bid their echoes howl; hurl o'er their 

rocks 
The slayer and the slain, and dye with gore 
This silent, solemn, loneliest, loveliest sceoie ! 

The rocks frowned darker o*er the. shoreward 

fleet. 
First on the strand stood Wolfe. Boat followed 

boatf 
And warrior warrior. With uplifted sword 
He pointed to the rocks ; and swift, and strong. 
And resolute, they scaled the steepness there. 
Silent, and each assisting each, they rose 
From tree to tree, from cliff to cliff; and soon, 
High on the summit, twenty veterans waved 
Their Highland blades. Mute thousands fol- 
lowed them. 
With labour infinite, and cautious tread, 
And breathing, half- suppress' d ; and painfully 
Their slaughtering cannon weighed from pine 
to pine. 

Still dost thou sleep, proud city, unalarm'd ! 
Hush*d aie thy streets ; and by the warrior's 

bed 
The sword is idle : and of peace restored 
The matron dreaming, sees her sons unscrew 
The rifle, and release the useless helm. 
But pale Miranion wakes. She, love-lorn maid, 
Hath stolen to the heights, unseen, unheard, 
Alone, to hear the river, far below, 
Murmur unseen ; and to indulge fond thoughts, 
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Sweet wishes, fond and vain. O'er the grey 

rock 
She bends her drooping beauty, and she thinks 
How sweetly, pillowed on his bronzed breast, 
The peasant's wife is sleeping from her toils ; 
How well it were to be a soldier's bride. 
And couch with love and danger ! Holy maid ! 
What if thou doff thy veil, in man's attire 
To stand by Montcalm's side, a seemly page I 
But virgin fear, and virgin modesty, 
Chas'd that wild thought at once ; a painful 

heat 
Rush'd to the cheek, which never erst the blush 
Of guihy shame suffused ; and "Oh !" she said, 
' ' My God, forgive me ! O forgive thy child ! 
iSupport me ! strengthen me ! or let cold earth 
Wrap poor Miranion's bosom, and the tears 
Of pious sisters mourn a sinless maid!" 

Her eyes are red with weeping ; on her hand 
Her moistened cheek reclines ; silent she looks 
On the dark river. "Do those shadows move ?" 
She rises, listens. " What strange sounds are 

these?" 
The hum continues, deepens~hark, a step ! 
Men-^soldiers — ^what are they 7 The foe ! the 

foe !" 

The gloom 
Deepened, the silence deepened. 
She trembles, and her eyes are closed with fear. 
What shall she do? Obey affection's voice, 
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And duty's mandate 7 And, with terror's haste, 
She hurried to the camp of sleeping France. 

Meantime, o'erwearied Montcahn, on his couch 
JElxtended, sought not sleep, nor had he doff'd 
His garments. But the toil of thought intense, 
At length o'erpower'd, confused Mm. Slum- 
bering, 
He toss'd from side to side, and sent abroad 
The wildly- wandering soul — a reinless steed ; 
Nor slept, nor waked ! Upstarted stiff his 

locks, 
By terror smitten ; his bones shook. Motion- 
less, 
In gloom and might, before his troubled soul, 
A Power embodied stood, unspeakable 
And hueless. " Sleep' st thou, Montcalm ?" 

said a voice, 
" Still, vanquish' d victor, sleep ! Why wake 

to shame ? 
Sleep ! Wolfe hath torn the laurel from thy 
brow." 

Thus spake the evil dream. Still slumbered he. 
Unhappy ; and a mute, expressive tear 
Stole from his eyelids o'er his swarthy cheek, 
When, pale, approach'd unseen, with noisele4is 

step, 
Miranion. Fear and love had bleached kar 

cheek ; 
And with mute, trembling, inexpressible 
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Emotion she beheld the man beloved 

She heard him sigh— nearer she drew*— she 

stooped, 
"He weeps," she cried; "Ah, wherefore in 

his sleep ?" 
She looked—she paused ; at length, with timid 

hand, 
She touched the hero's forehead, and she said, 
** Rise, Montcalm !" Up, at once, the warrior 

sprang, 
Confus'd, astonish'd, and, ere well awake, 
His hand had half-undrawn the ready sword ; 
Then on the maid he gazed, with such a look 
Of doubt and fierce surprise, as drove the blood 
Back from her fading lip oppressively. 
** Who — whence ?** he cried, retiring ; and he 

raisM, 
With outstretched arm, the falchion now un- 

sheath'd. 
His voice so stern (love was not in the tone) 
Came on her heart like death ; and, faltering, 
At length she cried, " A friend to France 1 
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Wolfe climbs the heights of Abraham, and seeks 
The city." Fix'd in awe, she stood unmoved ; 
The growing light was fearful in her eye : 
He gaz'd upon her, never had he seen 
Her face before, never a face so feir— 
'So mild, so sad, so innocent ! She seemM 
The gentle angel of the dead, ordained 
To bear the virgin-spirit to its home 
Eternal : and if beauty could «have mov'd 
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HiB stern, ambitious heart, sure he had lov'd 
That heavenly pensiveness. He stood^— he 

look'd— 
He answered not ; he turned in thought away. 
Slow grew the light, the darkness dimly waned, 
And on the mountains walk'd the dawn thro' 

flowers, 
When Montcalm's eye shrank, dark from what 

it fear'd— 
The banner'd cross, high on the vanquish'd 

heights, 
O'er bright steel waving red, and England*! 

host, 
Embattled, like a crimson fortress vast. 
Cresting the eminence with hostile arms. 

Why bends Miranion o'er a soldier's couch ? 
To kiss the pillow of her warrior love. 
Her heart is filled with joy, which, soon to fade, 
Painteth her pale cheek with a cherub's glow ; 
And for a moment she forgets herself. 
Rise, tall Miranion of the pensive smile ! 
Rise, stately vestal, from thy warrior's couch ! 
Soon shalt thou tremble o'er thy counted beads, 
And, faltering, listen in thine earnest prayer. 
Telling to heaven, to heaven alone, thy love ; 
And vainly calling every saint to save. 
He is not fallen yet ! But ere that sun 
Shall set and rise, one kiss, thy first and last, 
On Montcalm's lip thy breaking heart shall 

fKint; 
Nor shall the unfeeling taunt of prudery 
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Aqain we meet, where often we have met, 

. Dear Rother ! native Don ! 
We meet again, to talk, with vain regret, 
Of deedless aims ! and years remembered ye^^ 
The past and gone ! 

We" meet again — ^perchance to meet no more ! 

O Rivers of the heart ! 
I hear a voice, unvoyaged billows o*er, 
Which bids me hasten to their pathless shore, 

And cries, " Depart !" 

* * Depart ! " it cries. "Why linger on the stage 

Where virtues are veil'd crimes ? 
Have I not redd thee, even from youth to age T 
Thou blotted book, with only one bright page ! 
Thy honest rhymes ! 

" Depart, pale Drone ! , What fruit-producing 
flower 
Hast thou rear'd on the plain ? 
What usefiil moments count' st thou in thine 

hour? 
What victim hast thou snatchM from cruel 
power ? 
What tynnt slain ?" 
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I will obey the power whom all obey. 

Yes, Rivers of the heart ! 
O'er that blind deep; where morning casts no 

ray 
To cheer the oarless wanderer on his way, 

I will depart. 

But first, O Rivers of my childhood ! first 

My soul shall talk with you ; 
For on your' banks my infant thoughts were 

nurs'd ; 
Here fi-om the bud the spirit's petals burst, 

When life was new. 

Before my fingers leamM to play with flowers, 

My feet through flowers to stray ; 
Ere my tongue lisp' a, amid your dewy bowers, 
Its first glad hymn to Mercy's sunny showers 
And air, and day ; 

When, in my mother's arms, an infant firail, 

Along your windings borne, 
My blue eye caught your glimmer in the vale, 
Where halcyons darted o'er your willows pale. 

On wings like morn. 

Ye saw my feelings round that mother grow. 
Like green leaves round the root ! 

Then thought, with danger came, and flowered 
like wo !• 

But deeds, the fervent deeds that blush and glow, 
Are Vrtue's fi'uit. * 
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From infancy to youth ; from schoolboy days, 
When life with stones and flowers 

Sports, like the stream that with the sunbeam 
plays, 

Till age counts fearfully his numbered days— 
We waste our powers. 

What doth the man but what the child hath 
done? 

We live, we talk, we move ! 
The best of all who prate beneath the sun ; 
The praised of all who smile, and talk, and run ; 

But live and love. 



And if the best are like the useless gem 

That shines in idle state ; 
Heavy, on those who crush the useful stem — 
Heavy will fall the hand of God on them 

Who live and hate ! 

Who bruise the weak, but bind no broken reed ; 

Who know not ruth nor shame ; 
Who, flowerless, ban the flower, to plant the 

weed; 
And curse the toiling worms on whom they 
feed, 
In God's great name ! 

Can I not crush them ? No. Then, warning 
voice, 
Teach me to welcome thee ! 
I cannot crush them. Let me then rejoice 
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Because thou call'st; and make my fate mj 
choice — 
Bound and yet free. 

Is it not love, to loathe the loveless f Yea, 
'Tis love like God's to man ! 

The love of angels for their God '.—Away ! 

Such love alone repayeth those who pay- 
No other can. 

They love not God, who do not hate man's foes. 

With hatred — not like mine-^ 
But deep as Hell and blacker. To loathe those 
Who blast the hope of ireedom as it blows, 
Is love divine. 

Ah ! many a blossom of the holy tree ! 

Hath blossom' d but to fade ! 
Poland ! the tears of nations flow for thee ! 
Thy bud of late redemption, Italy, 

In dust is laid ! 

But hath no hope cheerM man's despair since 
first 

I trod thy Margin, Don ? 
Yea mighty links of evil's chain are burst ; 
And they who curse, and will not bless, accurs'd 

Fall, one by one. 

Though Poland bleeds where Kosciusko died, ., 
Hark! truth-taught millions say, 
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To thrones, crime-sceptred, '* Lo, yoa are <i»» 

fied!" 
And, at my birth, Redemption's angel cri«d» 
** America!'* 

Then, Rivers, tell my mother earth I come 

To slumber on her breast ! 
For, lo, my droopmg thoughts refuse to bloom . 
My spirit shakes its fetters. I crcve room 

For rest, for rest. 



THE SPIRIT OF THB FIRST EMI- 

GRANT. 



Upon the dreadful battle-field, methov^fat, 
High on Breed's Hill, after the fight was doner 
Amid the dead, yet fearing not the dead, 
I stood before a form, that sadden' d nught, 
** Featureless presence ! Are thy tresses mdst f 
Or hast thou lineaments ? The blast unveils 

thee, 
Visage of mystery! and swirls the cloud 
Tfeat seems thy carpet. From the earth it rose 
Slow, from a nameless toiul). with human gore 
Polluted in the tiijhr of vestordav, 
Nor scatiereJ the rv?J death-dews from a flower, 
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A dim form, mingling with the tempest's light, 
All indistinct, as the moon's shrouded beams, 
Seen thro' the snow-flakes, when they fluttering 

fall, 
Muifling the mountain echoes silently. 
The seeming brow was turn'd to he^v'n, the 

hands 
In deprecation wav'd. ' * Cloud-involved moon! 
Stars, that from earth's blood-bolter' d face 

withdraw 
Your blasted beams," exclaim'd a hollow voice ; 
'' For peace I cross' d the sable rolling seas. 
Left country, friends, all, but my God, for peace 
To worship him in truth and purity. 
I first, from persecution flying, rear'd 
The white man's4iome amid Columbian woods, 
God's altar, in the unhewn temple wild 
Of Nature. There, where bright Connecticut 
Waters a sin-found Eden, with my sons 
I kneel' d, and gave the god of deserts praise. 
I kiss'd their hands ; I bade them live in love. 
And sometimes think of me ; and theit I slept. 
They wept; they dug, near ocean's echoing' 

shore, 
My narrow bed of rest ; and unknown flowers 
Bloom'd o'er it drooping lonely. But the blood 
Of murder hath pro&ned the shuddering tomb, 
And called the slumberer from his bed of worms. 
In vain for peace, for peace I cross'd the seas, 
And vainly left, far east, my mother's grave; 
Nor may my children's children dwell in peace* 
Nor worship God in truth and purity." 
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Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter, 

Come duly, as of old ; 
Winds blow, suns set, and morning saitb, 

" Ye hills, put on your gold!" 
Gray Stanage and his mountain' d sea 

Roll, granite-billowM, ever; 
And Loxley, Sheaf, and Ewden, leave 

Their dewy valleys never. 

The song of Homer liveth ; 

Dead Solon is not dead ; 
Thy splendid name Pythagoras, 

O'er realms of suns is spread ! 
If Milton's lay could pass from earth, 

Heaven's bards that lay might cherish ; 
And Watt's great deed hath changed a world 

And will not, cannot perish. 

But Babylon and Memphis 

Are letters traced in dust : 
Read them, earth's tyrants ! — ^ponder well 

The might in which ye trust ! 
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They rose, while all the depths of guilt 

Their vain creators sounded ; 
They fellj because on fraud and force 

Their corner stones were founded. 

Truth, Mercy, Knowledge, Justice, 

Are powers that ever stand ; 
They build their temples in the soul, 

They work with God's right hand ; 
Their sword is thought ! the minds they teach 

Grow daily, hourly, wiser ; 
But Memphian Kings found ignorance 

Their true and last adviser ! 

Then, Trader, Lord, or Yeoman, 

If thou a patriot art — 
If thou would' St weep to see the light 

Of England's name depart, 
Her streets blood-flooded, and her plains 

In boundless conflagration — 
Instruct her poor benighted sons. 

And save a sinking nation ! 

Shall we not lift the lowly. 

When law and custom ban ? 
O help us to exalt and praise 

God, in the mind of man ! 
Art thou a man ? Then, haste to aid, 

Perchance, a sireless brother ! 
And in his parent, worn with want, 

" O son ! behold thy mothrrT* 
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England, farewell ! we quit thee — never more 
To drink thy dewy light, or hear the thrush 
Sing to thy fountain' d vales. Farewell! thy 

shore 
Sinks — it is gone ! and in our souls the rush 
Of billows soundeth, like the crash and crush 
Of hope and life. No land ! all sky and sea ! 
For ever then farewell ! But may we blush 
To -hear thy language, if thy wrongs or thee 
Our hearts forget, where screams o*er rock and 

tree 
The Washingtonian eagle ! In our prayers, 
If we forget our wrongers, may we be 
Vile as their virtues, hopeless as their heirs, 
And sires of sons whom scorn shall nickname 

their' s I — 
And to such wolves leave we our country ? Oil 
The heart that quits thee, e'en in hope, despairs ! 
Yet from our father's graves thy children go 
To houseless wilds, where nameless rivers flow 
Lest, when our children pass our graves, they 

hear « 

The clank of chains, and shrieks of servile wo 
From coward bones, that, e'en though lifeless, 

fear 
Cold Rapine's icy fang, cold Havock's dastard 

spear. 
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When, o'er her dying child, we hear 

The hopeless mother sigh ; 
" There is a better world,'* we sob ; 

"Can such affection die ?** 
Perhaps it can — for wolves and worms 

Have their affections too ; 
And passion sometimes loves the false 

Even better than the true. 

But Taste, in its infinity, 

Its beauty, and its might. 
Walks thro' the beams of common day, 

In robes of heavenly light : 
And spirit — ay, a deathless Eve, 

To man's pure bosom given : 
They meet — earth's Eden is not lost ! 

They part — to meet in Heaven ! 

What power like that which turns to blisi 

The mournful and the dull. 
And from the dust beneath our feet 
Calls up the beautiful, 
Can bid the hopes of frailty soar, 
Undying life, to thee ? 
Pride dies with man ; but Taste predicts 
His immortality. 
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Broom glowM in the valley, 

For William and Sally, 
The rose with the rill was in tune ; 

Love flattering their bosoms 
As breezes the blossoms, 
They stray' d thro' the woodbines of Jam. 

Oft, oft he caress'd her, 

And to his heart press' d her, 
The rose with the woodbine was twin'd ; 

Her cheek on his bosom, 

Like dew on the blossom, 
Enchanted the tale-telling wind. 

Foot Sally was bonny, 

But Mary had money, 
Ay, money, and beauty beside ; 

And wilt thou, sweet Maly, 

Thou fond and unwearv, 
Deprive the wise fool of his bride f 

Yes, bee-haunted valley ! 
Poor heart-broken Sally 
No more, with her William, will stray — 
** He marries another ! 
I'm dying ! — O mother I 
Take, take tluit sweet woodbine away!'* 
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A TEAR for thee I Not, Byron, if thy name 
Shall be a watchword to unchain the slave, 
Rolling o'er tyrant's hearts like thondeni^ 

tiame, 
And kindling, as with soul, th' embattled wave ; 
Till conquering Freedom, on their briny grave, 
Find Greeks like those who died at Salamis. 
Arise, and equal them, ye modern brave ! 
Let past and future a^es yield to this ! 
And be your names a spell, as Byron's was 

and is. 

A tear for Byron ? Weakness mourns the we^k. 
And Beauty dies in weeping Loves* embrace. 
And common frailties common sorrows seek. 
But Scourger of the scourgers of tbv ranfi ! 
Thou aw'st me so, that to thy resting place 
1 bring stern feelings, not unmixed with fear. 
Standing before the fear'd of all the base, 
1» who oft wept thee, cannot weep thee here, 
Bard of the broken heart, high soiU, and burning 
tear' 
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